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85  &  87  E.  M»ai«<»n  Stre«t.  CHIOAOO* 


A  tS  BOOK  FOR  2S  0ENT8 1 


700  SECRETS 


How  to  Get  Rich  when  Your  Pockets  Are  Empty. 

Thonaandit  that  ihould  bare  been  Millionaire  bars 
heard  tlie  Coiiouctor  call  out  "  Eteinlty,"  IIik  taut  Station 
na  the  Road  »(  Life,  with  imt  eiinntrli  money  In  their 
loekets  U»  (my  a  25  Cent  Burial  ('ankt't.  Why?  BecaiiM 
they  never  start  iltrht.  You  iinairlne  thai  F«i'tiiiie  should 
oometo  you  lOKteadof  your  tryiHK  touettoit.  You  know 
people  that  were  |M>or  a  Mho.t  time  aco,  but  now  are 
wealthy.  How  did  they  (ret  alonir  wi  ra>i>  Itlseasy  t»  |cet 
Kieh,  and  this  book  rrovex  it,  mid  tflis  vou  the  Secret. 
Wehman's  Book  of  700  Secrets,  "r  How  to 

GtetRich  When  Y'lUr  P.>ckr|ji  Aie  c.iiipt>  ,  ih  tlie  I 


to    1 1 


IJook  that 
ke,  you  cannut  Ro  arlray 


potato  out  70O  Ea/<v  Patlm 
take  which  one  you  will 
They  all  converue  In 
on«oondlUoii— an<l  that 
la  ••  Wealth  "  It  is.  in- 
deed, a  Beacon  Light  to 
Fortune.  Tbeie  are 
many  roada  to  wealth, 
bat  not  every  |«rtion 
knows  which  roail  to 
take  ttt  iret  there  qniok- 
It.  Well,  the  object  of 
tnla  tx>ok  Is  to  So  r'aln- 
ly  point  the  way  that 
none  niaj'  htve  tixcMim 
for  not  bett4*rlnK  their 
financial  condition, 
while  those  who  have 
aaunred  a  fair  share 
may  be  enabled  to  still 
farther  add  to  their 
•  tore.  Any  person, 
▼oanir  or  old,  male  or 
lamale.  mnrrled  or  siii' 
gle.  with  just   a    little 

Black  Into  them,  will 
e  enahieil,  with  any  ono  of  the  700  Secrete  In  this  book. 
tomakeastait  on  agiird  road  to  wen  It  h  iind  luxury  If 
you  ddsire  to  commence  buslnew,  select  one  of  these 
reolpee— one  you  think  woulH  be  most  salable  in  vour  lo- 
oallty— and  nianuracture  it  III  aniall  (luantllles.  As  your 
•alea  increase,  invest  m.)re  capital.  Sell  to  laniilies  and 
Btores.  As  soon  as  your  meuns  will  «ll..w,  auvertice  in 
every  way  possible.  Whatever  y..u  choose  to  mahufac- 
ture.  (rive  It  a  new  name -one  ihat  will  at»nce  attract  at- 
tention anil  that  yoii  think  will  help  the  sale.  Imp.rtant— 
«&•.  Invexte.l  In  thl-.  Bonk  may  turn  all  thM  livulete  lead- 
ing to  Wealih  t  .wards  y.>ii.  U'x  woitli  lenieinberliifr. 
»c.  Investe<l  t-.  beifln  with  has  raaile  millionaires  out  of 
heitirars.  It's  up  hill  only  part  of  the  way.  (Tmch  hold! 
85c.,  a  wife  says,  will  never  kill  any  one.  and  that  book 
ah<t  will  have.  Th-y  own  a  farm  near  Clevelund  now. 
«8c.  put  in  this  Itook  started  a  hoy  in  liu-  ii'ess  that  hrhiRi 
him  In  a  profit  of  $20  a  ilay.  That  lM)y  »  HI  «ret  t  Ich.  28c. 
tsa  largreamoint  >r  money  ai>ent  fonlislilv,  hut  »  i.en  it 
opens  the  mad  lo  nffliienee  an  I  we  II li,  then  It  is  money 
welllnve-teil.  Thi'hook  win  p  ,(  you  on  \(>ur  feet.  tNoiinh 
you  may  have  l>eeii  |>ei.nile«i.     Step  on  ImiiimI.     Reader 

does  this  apply  to  you  7  Weii,  now,  in  it  P'>sii>ie 
that  at  laot  I  have  f-und  whiit  I've  ao  long  Soutrhit  It  la 
likedrawinira  prize  in  a  lottery.  Who  knows  hut  what 
this  really  is  the  true  siepninir  stone  toniv  fumre  fotunet 
This  la  for  you.  It  will  lead  vou  to  somei  hlnst  that  is  just  as 
Bure  to  pave  y..nr  way  to  fortune  as  that  vrii  now  ••Ti»t. 
A  britrht  future  la  yours  if  you  only  stretch  out  voiii  h«nil 
and  trraxp  the  Oolilen  Key  that  unlocks  the  Vimlt.  that 
opens  to  your  a)>tonishe<l  (raze  the  hidden  trcnsui"  Thla 
buck  contains  aiiout  ISO  pitfres.  Prtoe  25  CentSi  hy 
in*ll.  postpaid  Wt2  I-  charged  for  books  which  contain 
HOC  half  the  iuformation. 


WUHJBAinS  COMPLETE 


DANCING 


Master  and  Call  Book. 

PBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

An  the  Ftenrea  of  the  German  and  Every  Vew  and 
PkahlonableWalts,  Round  '>r  S<inare  I)ance  knoivn  in 
Xurope  or  America.  'I'he  author  nas  made  this  book  so 
itnipleand  plain  thnt  any  child  can,  by  reading;  it.  become 
an  expert  in  dancing  without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  No 
Other  book  on  <ieii\cTng  y/ill  compare  with  thin.  .\ll  the 
latest  and  faithionabie  dance^1  aru  minutely  desoribetl  by 
Ulustruted  flifures  from  hfe,  e-^plolnlng  p<>..<iti»ns  in  n>una 
daniM'S^  etc.,  and  this  ori&rlnal 
method  eiiable.i  persons  to  leam 
the  wultz  by  practiointr  it  a  very 
fiw  titnes,ao<i  you  will  have  no 
diinciilty  in  aniuinnK  f'-  Hints 
fortheorpraniz»tionaniliiianaff»> 
mentof l>ail8,partif«,etr-.  AUvrce 
in rcfrard  to  theHclecl  ion  of  inuslo 
for  bulls,  private  iiarlies,  etc.  Oa 
Qkllinif,  riutinnal  Ouiird  Quv 
drillc,  the  I'lain  Quadiille,  the 
Laucoi!'  the  Saiato(^a  Laii'^i'S, 
the  Caledonians,  the  Surpiiae 
Quadrille,  thealTince  Imperial 
QuadrUle,  the  %Valtz  Quadrille 
Xos.  1  and  3,  the  UUde  Loncen^ 
the  Oljdc^  Caledonians,  the  Pari- 
^ian  V.irietles,  the  l/iudon  Polke 
yuidtiile.  Quadrille  KlKurea  — 
The  Basket  Flfjure,  the  Star  h'itrure,  the  March  Fliirure,  the 
}\g  Kiirure,  the  Minuet  iig\n-e,  the  Cheat  Figure,  Uieitlu^ 
Mn  Btxuro.  Contra  Dances— The  Vinfinla  Keel,  Pop  Ooes 
the  Weasel,  Spanish  L>ance,  the  Sicilian  Circle.  Qrawt 
March,  Quadrille  or  Squai^  Dances,  Explanation  of  Qa*> 
drille  Step*  and  Moveincnts.  Illustrationg  of  Five  Positions 
In  DancinfT.  Points  on  Hound  Dances,  the  Polka,  the 
'WaJta.the  Hodem  Plain  Wniiz,  Qlide  Waltz,  the  Polk* 
Masourka,  the  Knickerbocker,  the  Newport,  the  Varsoi^ 
lrtenn«,  Danish  Dance,  the  lioc.iuet,  tho  Wave,  the  Bohe- 
mian, or  Heel  and  Toe  Polka,  the  Galop,  the  Schottlscho^ 
tiM  Deox  Temps,  the  Slcilienne.  The  German -UFtgures, 
■ivlntt  the  Names  and  Fall  Descrl|>tlon  of  each,  and  How 
to  Dance  them  Correct!  —  ■ 
Ktoe 


Dance  them  Correctly.    It  la  a  book  < 
rpahL    SncciAL— Five  Books  tor  sT    Gi 


book  of  Kreat  value. 
„     ^  „      „    ,    ,      '8  P<r copy, by  mall, 

post-paid.  SpkciaI/— Five  Books  for  SI.  Git  (our  of  yoar 
trleods  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each,  making  fl  la 
tO,  sad  tbereby  get  your  own  l>ook  free  of  chaise. 


'^llikwp  «U  wden  dliect  to 


Book  on  the  Art  and  Science  of 


BOXING 


AND    SELF  -  DErJSNCE. 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH  OVER 

FORTY    ENGRAVINGS. 


CBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

Tills  book  ladeslprned  to  moct  thownntsof  all  those  who 
Slay  desire  to  Icarii  how  to  "take  his  own  luirl"  when 
■Mailed— lie  Iteithcrforpleasurahle  pastime  anil  a  natural 
tfeeini  to  develop  the  muscles,  or  to  oolaln  [xiwer  to  resent 
•naSixMit  or  Injury.    A  full  kuowledue  and  experience  of 

the  rules  laid  down  in 
this  book,  and  a  care- 
ful study  of  tho  i>hites 
theicto  altachej,  will 
«naiile  one  to  "  hold 
hlsown  "  »  hon-soever 
he  may  go  and  with 
whonisioever  ho  may 
come  in  contact.  Tho 
plcturA  show  every 
possible  attitude  for 
Ulow,  fL'liit,8ton  Uodga 
or  "  net  away." 

A  voluminous  nu& 
line  of  the  Uvea  of  a 
liirRe  nnmlxr  who 
have  entered  the  gla- 
dla^>rial  arena  to 
pr.ive  their  prowess, 
and  who  have  left 
their  iinpresM  In  the 
world's  hntory,  la  also  appended,  as  examples  of  what  has 
been  and  may  yet  be  achieved  hy  thomuKh  traininK  and 
experience.  The  foregoliiK  embraces  the  life  ami  balllea 
of  some  of  the  most  noted  piiKilisis.  iii<-luitlni{  the  great 
Corbett  Sullivan  flitht.  Italso  contains  the  "Ijonilon  Piize- 
Eintr  Kules"  and  the  "Revised  yiieunslierry  Kiilue."  Price 
25  Cents  pt*rcopy,  by  mail,  post-paid.  SrsciAl/— Five 
copies  for  91.  Uet  four  of  your  frienos  to  club  lo  with  yoa 
At  i&  cents  each,  making  fl  in  all,  and'tliereby  gvt  yoVM 
own  book  fi'oe  ol  charice.    Address  all  ordeis  Ulroot  to 


Wehiuan's  Book  oi; 


LOYE  LETTERS 


PBICE  25  CENTS,  l>y  mail,  poet-paid. 

Thew  la  BO  tfreeter  or  more  profonnd  reality  than  Iora> 
There  la  no  nobler  possession  than  tho  love  of  another. 
Therw  la  no  hiirher  gift  from  one  human  tK'inj?  to  another 
than  love.  The  plft  and  the  poa-sewioikaro  true  snnctlflers 
of  life,  and  should  be  vorn  as  precioiis  Jewel.'i,  w  ithout  af- 
fectation o-id  without  liashfuluegs.  l"or  this  i^ason  there 
la  nothiug  *o  be  a--Jiamed  of  in  a  love  letter,  provided  it  be 
sincere.  A  celebrated  writer  once  said  that  "to  write  S 
^ood  love  letter,  you  must  begin  without  knowlnjf  what 
you  are  Eoins  to  aar.and  finish  without  knowiiiff  what  yoa 

have  said."  The  remark 
l3  to  f  ome  extent  correct. 
OS  the  true  secret  of  all 
Bucceawful  letter  -  w  ritins 
lies  in  the  power  of  con- 
vejintf  the  thoughts,  feel- 
ings, anil  desires  of  the 
writer  to  his  or  her  cor- 
rcppondi'iit.  Such  a  letter 
would  und.iuhteilly  reflecB 
tho  Btato  of  tho  writei  's 
hi'nrt,  agitated  and  dl». 
oi-dercdliy  tlietOmUltuoua 
thl  obs  of  pa^Hlun;  but,  ae 
the  zeal  of  young  persons 

?-enerally,  in  matters  af- 
cctlng  the  henrt,  is  very 
apt  to  outrun  diacretloiL 
«Xpre!«lon  would  unconsciously  bf^  given  to  absurd  aii<t 
foolish  protestations,  or  to.  .xt lavagouC end  romantic ado- 
lafionof  the  object  of  attachment.  ^  ,.,  *.  .. 

To  obviate  this  tendency,  love  ana  courtship  letters 
should  be  an  index  of  tho  writer's  g<xxl  st'iiso  and  jtiilgw 
mentnswell  09  the  state  of  tho  nirectlonmaiid  therefore 
regard  sliould  be  had  in  tlio  composition  of  them,  as  well 
aaln  all  other  letters,  to  propriety  of  diction,  coiroctneM 
oftastenndpurity  of  stylo,  avoiding  the  boiiit)ast  and  af- 
fectationana  morbid  seiilimcutall.'^ni  which  too  frequently 
cbamcterizes  epistles  on  tlicKO  subjects.  And  though  la 
persons  of  refinement  and  ..lucatioii  an  honomble  attocQ- 
Sient  will  suffice  to  prompt  it.'i  candid  expression,  thereare 
many  persons  not  I><>8sc^i.sed  of  lhe-<e  advantages,  to  whor* 
correspondence  U  always  pi  tended  with  considerable  dlfll- 
culty.  To  nil  such  the  series  of  Letters  coutaine<l  In  this 
book.  In  which  delicacy  of  feeling  and  the  warmth  of  ex- 
prrssion  suited  to  the  subject  have  b»'eii  carefully  blendei^ 
viU  be  found  an  important  aid  In  acquiring  facility  and 
accuracy  in  the  art  of  Letter-Writing.  Italsocontalnsthe 
Art  of  Secret  Writing,  the  Language  of  Love  Poetically 
PortraTe*!,  and  Simplitled  Hiilea  of  Grammar.  Prica 
TWIMTY-FIVK  CENTS  per  copy.  Sfsciait- 
A^TOplee  forVl.  Oct"'  of  y«ir  frfendatoolub  to 
with  you  at  S&  centa  •  acli,  making  fl  In  oUtSad  taenb^ 
(e(70ttr.OWB  book  free  of  charge. 

Addreaa  all  ordeis  dlract  t9 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mall,  post-paid. 

ThLi  book  l3  dcsl?rnod  to  nicct  the  Trants  of  nil  those 
who  are  soeklni:  a  llrst-claia  liusliic-s  I>rlter-Writer,  as 
it  contains  a  larijt>  vtu-iety  of  carefully -selected  specimen 
Business  Ix^tters;  also  a  lai-go  number  of  Legal  aitd  Mer- 
cantile Forms  uwd  in  Uusinew-  such  aa:  Articles  of  Co- 
partnership, Notice  of  Dissolution,  Form  of  an  Assign- 
ineiit.  Acknowledgment  of  Deed,  Bill  of  Sa]<',  i'ower  oC 

Attorney,  Judgment  NoCO, 
Form  of  an  Order,  l^art- 
ijcrslap  Agreement,  and 
niuiiy '  thcrs  tooiiunteroos 
to  itieiitlon:  also  the  ArtoC 
Societ  Writing,  Buaijicw 
L.iwg  an/1  Maxims  for  Boal- 
iicsM  Men  and  Mercantile 
Alibi t^'viatlona  In  ihort, 
in  the  pages  of  thla  book 
nn:  set  forth  Business 
tViDis, Styles  and  Tedtni- 
calnics  to  aid  the  Inexpert. 
e'fcd  In  the  routine  of 
commercial  intercourse 
a'lo|.ling  the  plainest 
tt-rnia  consistent  with  the 
studious  p<'liteness  whlob 
Is  rigorously  demanded  In 
commei-ciallcttorrt.  Every 
po^  ilion  In  lifeilemandslee- 
tcr-wiiting.  Aletteriatho 
gr>  nt  link  lietween parents 
and  children,  between 
lorera,  betw.'cii  friends;  while  In  buslneiB  'elatioas  tt 
makes  fortunes  or  mars  them,  lirespectlve  of  their 
magnitude  nnd  iinpoi-i.-incc,  comnieicial  transactions 
are  gcn€>rallv  lio(tun,  continued  and  ended  by  corres- 
ponilciice.  Lettei  -writing,  in  general,  is  not  an  easy  tasic 
tothopii  at  niajoritv,  ond  buKincss  letters  ait>  still  mora 
dlfllcult,  from  the  fact  tliot  greater  interest-s  ore  in- 
volved, nnd  results  of  gain  or  loss  nro  dependent  upon 
them.  Lcttcr-iviitlnijl.>»an  accomplUhmentwhIch every 
one  should  strive  to  acquire.  It  la  notonly  useful,  btu 
▼cry  dosirablo  and  necessary  In  familiarizing  the  mind 
witn  boslncsa  h.abits  and  motlcra  connccttnl  therewith. 
It al.'iOstliiiuL-xU-stliomcntTl  capacity  and  developesthe 
intellect,  it  would  take  pauo  up<5n  page  to  explain  fully 
thenirrlt'^und  iiS!fiilnes.sof  thi.'i  boolc.  In  order  to  give 
every  l)0<!y  an  opp<irtuiiity  to  obtain  at  least  one  copy,  wo 
have  nia.lo  the  price  very  low,  nanielv:  20  ContOPCr 
copy,  by  mail,  pc-t-paiil.  Bpixtal,— rivo  copies  for  fL 
Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  SSoCMS 
each,  making  $1  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
(re*  of  chorire.    Addreea  ail  ordura  direct  to 


WEHMAX*S   NEW   BOOK  OF 


RIDDLE 


AND    CONUNDRUMS. 

PBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

Thlsbook  contains  the  "slftlngs"  from  the  "whole  field  •• 
of  Riddles  and  Conunilrunis,  al'.ng  with  a  lot  of  rroent, 
flrst-class  productions.  In  it  cnn  l>o  tonn'l  curious,  piis- 
aUng  and  pleasing  Itiddles  anu   Conundrnina  —  to   suit 

every  phase  nt  feel- 
ing, sentiment  or 
humor.  A  capital 
book  for  end  men 
In  minstrel  enter- 
lainiiieiits,  as  itcon- 
tains  questions  and 
answers  tliat  will 
invariably  "  brine 
down  a  honse.'* 
With  the  aid  of  thto 
book, you  can  "liold 
your  own "  wltll 
th'>He  who  are  ron- 
tlnually  "  springing 
old  chestnuts''  on 
t<>  Tou  —  yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to 
"cr'sli"  or  allenoe 
would  be  punsters. 
It  contains  Riddles 
and  Conundnuna 
that  will  keep  the 
whole  omtlnent 
guessing  and  then 
they'll  have  to  give 
*ein,  up  half  the 
time.  In  fact,  it 
oontains  the  beat 
and  largest  collection  of  Riddles  and  Conundrums  ever  sold 
at  so  low  a  price.  Price  TWKNTY-fl VI  OENTS 
per  copy,  by  mail,  |x>st-paii1.  Special— Five  copies  tor  fL 
Get  four  of  your  fri«-ii<ls  to  cluli  in  with  >on  at  26  cents 
each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  theieby  get  your  own  Ixx'k 
free  of  charge.  Clean  and  unused  V.  x.  postage  stamps, 
of  any  denomination,  taken  same  as  cash.  In  sending  sil- 
ver, be  Hur«  to  wrap  a  small  piece  of  newspAi>er  around  11^ 
to  prevent  it  from  tearing  through  the  envelope.  Send 
greenbacks  for  large  amonnts  If  not  inconvenient  to  yoa. 

Address  all  orders  direct  to 


SPECIAL— -Any  five  25-Ceiit  Books  on 
this  page  for  $  1 .00.     Clean  and  unused  one  or 

two-cent  postage  •*'*'^— *  ••Ira-  •ama  fl«  ftAfth. 


I 


Addrssa  all  ord.n  to  either  onr 
Mew  Tork  or  Chicago  Hooae, 
vklehsTM'  Is  nearMt  to  joa. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  PuUtthei 


My  Little  Polly's  a  Peacli^ 


Copyright,  ISM,  by  Spauldin?  A  Gray. 


Entered  at  Statloneri^'  Hall,  Lnndon. 

1    m  %  mi    I 


'Words  and  Uuaic  by  Qeo.  U.  Cohan.— AH  righta  reaerred. 


The  Words  aiid  Music  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  any  address,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 

by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York,  or  85  &  87  B.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  fur  Free  Catalogue  of  Sougs,  Song  Books,  Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 


»  s* 


My  lieart's  pierced  by  love's  dart,  for  I  have  a  sweetheart, 

And  one  to  l)e  proud  of,  I'm  sure; 
There's  no  girl  that's  sweeter,  1  wish  you  could  meet  her,     ' 

/~-  all  kinds  of  blues  site's  a  cure. 
I  love  lier  so  dearly,  I'm  crazy,  or  nearly; 

Her  smiles  liiey  are  worlh  fortunes  each. 
And  when  we  go  straying,  I  hear  the  boys  saying 

That  njy  little  Polly's  a  "peach."! 

Chords. 

Slie'B  the  girl  I  dream  about,  T  think  the  world  of  Polly; 

Slie'e  the  girl  I  never  doubt,  she's  not  a  case  of  "jolly." 

If  you  saw  her,  in  your  heart  a  tender  spot  slie'd  reacli; 

Sweet  as  the  rest  of  them,  Kood  us  the  best  of  ttiem,  Polly's  a  "peach.' 


,     There's  something  about  her,  I  can't  do  withont  her,  .'^..  .. 
Of  no  one  but  Polly  1  talk;  :■ 
.  I  call  ou  her  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  Monday, 
•          And  then  we  go  out  for  a  walk.  '; 
.    1  know  tliat  tier  Ma  will  agree.  If  her  Pa  will, 
-        And  I  think  that  he'll  be  enticed 

To  let  liitle  Polly  just  Jump  ou  a  trolley  with  me, 
To  go  down  and  get  spliced. 

Chords.  ^     ' 

She's  the  girl  I  dream  about,  I  think  the  world  of  Polly;' 

Slie's  the  girl  I  never  donbt,  she's  not  a  case  of  "  jolly." 

If  you  saw  her,  in  your  heart  a  tender  si>ot  she'd  reach; 

Sweet  as  the  rest  of  them,  good  as  the  best  of  them,  Polly's  a  "peach. 


in 


Pfcrody- 


Wrlcton  by  Frank  J.  Uurray. 


'■^ 


f/- 


Ontslde  of  a  dnsty  tenement, 

With  every  flat  to  let. 
In  one  there  lives  nn  Irish  girl 

Wlio  can't  speak  German  yet; 
She  blows  up  tires  for  bicycles,  •' 

And  she's  all  right  on  Mie  blow, 
With  a  wheel  in  tier  head,  and  of  ton  it's  eaid. 

She's  a  good  thing  in  Poverty  Row. 

Chords. 

Down  in  Poverty  Row,  don't  ask  mo  where. 
Yon  can  live  without  a  cent  if  you  only  breathe  the  air; 
Each  girl  has  her  boy,  and  so  so,  don't  you  know; 
There's  none  of  them  right,  you  cnu  tnke  what  you  like, 
Down  In  Poverty  Row. 


In  winter  time  the  snow  will  fall 

At  night  us  well  as  day. 
And  tiien  they  all  eat  enow-balls. 

It's  cheaper  than  eating  hay; 
They  nil  dance  'round  upon  the  ice. 

And  any  old  thing  will  go. 
Then  they  sing  far  and  near,  'My  Dad'B  the  Engloeer,* 

All  'roaiid  in  Poverty  Row. 

Chords. 

Down  in  Poverty  Row,  don't  ask  me  where. 
You  can  live  without  a  cent  if  yon  only  breathe  the  air; 
Eiicb  girl  has  her  hoy,  and  so  so,  don't  you  know; 
There's  none  of  them  right,  you  can  take  what  you  like, 
Down  in  Poverty  Row. 


Just  Tell  Them  that  You  Saw  Me 


Parody— Written  by  Franic  J.  Hurray. 


While  standing  on  my  feet  one  night,  a  cliangc  from  on  my  head- 

'Twas  after  I  bad  chewed  a  chicken  pie— 
I  saw  a  cop  wlio  saw  me,  he  was  looking  hungry,  too. 

And  wished  that  he  was  half  as  full  as  I. 
"Is  that  you,  Patf"  said  I  to  him;  says  he,  "Begob,  it  Is; 

I've  got  to  pull  some  one  or  lose  me  job; 
I  guess  I'll  run  you  in,  me  boy,  before  I  will  forget." 

Says  I,  "All  right,  but  when  you  see  the  mob— 

Chords. 

"Jnst  say  that  I  was  with  yon,  or  that  I  saw  you  last; 

Jnst  telephone  I'm  working,  'nit,'  you  know; 
Jnst  spring  it,  I've  been  hypnotized  and  got  it  iu  the  hip, 

Just  tell  them  any  old  thing,  it  will  go." 


While  riding  down  the  bay  one  night  within  a  cable  car, 

After  the  conductor  pinched  my  fare, 
I  saw  a  girl  who  worked  for  me  when  I  ran  a  "Cliing'  laundry. 

And  writing  checks  in  Chinee  language  there. 
"  I'm  glad  to  see  you.  Jack,  again,"  that's  what  she  said  to  me; 

I  said,  "  I'm  sorry  that  we  met  at  all: 
I  owe  your  mother  twenty,  Kate,  and  sister  't>oat  the  eame. 

Bat  I'll  be  'round  to  see  them  when  I  call. 

Chordb. 

"  So  tell  them  that  yon  saw  me  and  I  waB  fast  asleep. 

Just  tell  them  I  was  trying  to  touch  yon; 
Then  whisper  to  your  sister  if  she'd  let  me  have  a  ten, 

I  could  love  her  t>etter  than  I  used  to  do."  " 


1^ 


She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days 
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While  strolling  along  ^ith  the  city's  vnsf  throng. 

On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  wlio  were  laughing  aloud 

At  something  they  chanced  to  Iteiiold; 
I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be, 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers, 

▲|^  then  I  heard  somebody  Bay: 

a[  Chords. 

^•She  may  have  seen  better  days. 
When  Blie  was  in  her  prime; 
She  iiiuy  nave  seen  oelter  days 

Once  upon  a  time; 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell. 

She  may  yet  mend  iier  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  mother  is  wailing  for  b&e, : 
Who  ba«  Been  better  dayt. 


"  If  we  could  but  tell  why  the  poor  creatnre  fell. 
Perhaps  we'd  not  be  so  severe; 

If  the  truth  were  but  known  of  this  onlcast  alone. 
Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 

She  was  once  some  one's  joy.  cast  aside  like  a  toy- 
Abandoned,  forsaken,  unknown." 

Every  man  stunding  by  bad  a  tear  in  bis  eye. 
For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.— C^A^'u*. 

The  crowd  went  away,  bnt  I  longer  did  stay. 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  there  alone. 

That  something  was  breal<ing  her  lienrt. 
She  told  me  her  life— she  was  once  a  good  wife. 

Respected  and  honored  by  all; 
Her  hoBband  had  fled  ere  iliey  were  long  wed. 

And  (can  down  her  cheeks  sadly  falL— CA«n«i 


i^ii 
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Written,  Cumpoaed  and  Sung  by  Henry  Reilly. 
1    *  >  »    I 

One  nicrht  as  T  sat  by  my  flrepide,  so  weary, 

And  dreaming  of  friemls  vvlio  were  far,  far  away; 
TIioiikIi  int- mory  br<)iii;lit  me  oome  tiiouglita  iad  and  dreary. 

Yet  others  came.  too.  that  were  cheerful  aud  K&y, 
When,  all  i>f  a  sudileii,  I  found  my  eye  rt-etin); 

On  sometliiiie  that  broiiKlit  many  scenes  to  my  mind— 
'Twae  an  old  pncit  of  cards,  and  some  tales  interesting 

I  tlioMKlit  that  1  might  in  tlieir  history  find. 
The  first  scene  that  I  saw  tliat  niifht  I  ttioiiglit  was  quite  a  pleasant  sight, 

A  grand  old  room  ablaze  with  light— I  whispered,  "Kind  regards," 
Whilst  'round  ilie  board  sat  yonngandold,  they  played  for  love  aud  not  for  gold. 

Whilst  joy  and  sorrow  all  untold  was  iu  that  pacli  of  cards. 

Tlie  next  scene  I  saw  filled  my  heart  with  great  pity- 
It  was  a  young  man,  and  his  parents  1  knew; 

'Twas  tlieir  only  son,  whom  ttiey'd  sent  to  the  city 
To  study  and  utow  up  a  gentleman  true. 

His  weekly  allowance  they  thought  would  suffice  him 
To  live  on  the  l>e»t  and  for  study  to  pay;  *^ 

Tliey  knew  not  lh>>''-"ii  Contpunlons  enticed  blm 
Away  from  hTs  studies  at  poker  to  play. 

I  saw  iiiiii  ns  lie  left  his  seat,  he  never  tiiought  his  pals  would  cheat; 
Each  time  he  piayi-d  he  met  defeat,  and  still  he  calle<l  them  pards; 

Bat  there  will  come  a  reckoning  day,  aiid  he  will  throiii;))  tins  foolish  play 
Bring  sorrow  iu  the  old  folks'  way,  all  througli  that  pack  of  cards. 

The  last  scene  of  all  I  beheld  with  much  sorrow. 

For  there  WHS  the  scene  of  the  gambler's  black  fate; 
No  tiiought  had  they  got  of  the  waking  to-morrow, 

Tlioiigh  then  they'd  repent  but  to  flnil  it  too  late. 
The  hrlL'ht  gold  was  stacked  by  tlie  side  of  eacli  player, 

The  miser's  l>lack  creed  was  in  every  man's  heart. 
As  quickly  the  bets  pnesed  twizt  backer  and  layer, 

And  ruin  was  king  lu  the  devil's  slave  mart. 
•Til  Slake  a  hundred  on  this  game."    "I'll  go  yon,  sir."    "I'll  do  the  same.'* 

Who  careo  for  misery  and  shame,  as  each  his  treasure  guards. 
"You  lie!  I  saw  you  turn  tliat  ace  "—a  smat<)iiiig  lilow  rieht  in  the  face — 

A  pistol  shot,  and  death's  distirace  was  in  that  puck  of  cards. 

PAT  MALONE  FORGOT 

THAT  HE  WAS  DEAD. 

. 1     *  e  » — . 
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■  Words  by  Harry  C.  Clyde.    Melody  by  Joa.  J.  Sweeney. 

~    Times  were  hard  in  Irish  town,  ev'rything  was  going  down, 

Aud  Pat  Maloiie  was  pushed  for  ready  cash; 
Be  for  life  insurance  spent  all  his  money  to  a  cent. 

So  all  i>r  his  affairs  had  gone  to  smash. 
But  his  wife  spoke  up  and  said:  "Now,  dear  Pat,  if  yon  were  dead, 

That  twenty  tlioiisand  dollars  we  cmild  take." 
And  so  Pat  lay  down  and  (ried  to  make  out  that  be  had  died, 

Until  he  smelt  the  whi'skey  at  the  wake; 
Then  Pat  Malone  foruot  lliat  he  was  dead. 

He  raised  himself  and  siionted  from  the  bed: 
"If  this  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  corpse  he  must  be  in  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  nie  driiuk  to  keep  me  dead." 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  rained  himself  and  shouted  from  the  bed: 
"  It  th  8  wake  goes  on  a  minute,  the  cor|i8e  he  must  be  in  it; 

You'll  have  to  get  me  drunk  to  keep  me  dead." 

Then  they  gave  the  corpse  a  sup,  afterwards  they  filled  him  up, 

And  laid  him  out  again  n^Hin  tne  hed: 
Then  l>erore  the  mornlug  gray  ev'ryl)ody  felt  so  gay. 

They  all  forgot  he  only  played  off  dead. 
'So  they  took  him  from  the  bunk,  still  alive,  but  awful  drunk, 

And  put  him  in  the  coffln,  with  a  pray'r; 
'     But  the  driver  of  the  cart  said:  "  Bedad,  I'll  never  Start 

Until  I  see  that  some  one  pays  the  fare." 
Then  Pal  Mahme  forcot  that  he  was  dead;  '       . 

He  sat  lip  In  the  cofUn.  while  he  said: 
"If  you  dare  to  douht  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  you  said  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  bead." 
Then  Pat  Maione  foroot  that  he  was  dead; 

He  sat  up  lu  the  coffin,  while  he  said: 
"If  you  dare  to  douht  my  credit,  you'll  be  sorry  that  yon  said  it; 

Drive  on,  or  else  the  corpse  will  break  your  head." 

So  the  fiin'ral  started  out  on  the  cemetery  route, 
Anil  the  neiiihbors  tried  the  widow  to  console. 
Till  they  stopped  l>eside  the  liase  of  Maloiie's  last  resting  place, 
And  genlly  lowered  Patrick  ill  the  hole. 
...    Then  Malone  beL-au  to  see,  just  as  plain  as  one,  two,  three, 
That  he'd  furgot  to  reckon  ou  the  end; 
'■'...    So,  as  clods  l)«i:aii  to  drop,  he  liroke  off  the  coffln  top. 

And  to  the  earth  he  quickly  did  ascend. 
-    .      '      Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  tliat  he  wax  dead, 
••;  •  And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled; 

•;      Be  came  nearly  going  under;  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  thunder. 
That  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead. 
Then  Pat  Malone  forgot  that  he  was  dead,    ■•'.■•'  ■■  ' 

And  from  the  cemetery  quickly  fled: 
Be  came  nearly  going  under;  it's  a  lucky  thing,  by  ttliinder,     ' 
Thai  Fat  Malone  forgot  that  be  waa  dead.  - ' ' 


MMIhenyTotiilavi 
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Parody— Written  by  Frank  Murray. 
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While  standing  on  my  feet  one  night,  a  change  from  on  my  head— 

'Twas  after  I  had  chewed  a  chicken  pie— 
I  saw  a  cop  who  saw  me,  he  was  looking  hangry,  too. 

And  wished  that  he  was  half  as  full  as  I. 
"Is  that  you.  Pal?"  said  I  to  him;  says  he,  "Begob,  it le; 

I've  got  to  pull  some  one  or  lose  me  job; 
I  guess  I'll  run  you  in,  me  boy,  before  I  will  forget." 

Saye  I,  "All  right,  but  when  you  see  the  mot>-— 

Cborus. 
"Just  say  that  I  was  with  yon,  or  that  I  saw  you  laat; 

Just  telephone  I'm  working, 'nit,' you  know; 
Just  spring  it,  I've  heen  hypnotized  and  got  it  in  the  hip,  ,. 

Just  tell  them  any  old  thing,  it  will  go." 

While  riding  down  the  bay  one  night  within  a  cable  car. 

After  the  conductor  pinched  my  fare, 
I  saw  a  girl  wiio  worked  for  me  when  I  ran  a  "Chlik  > "  laundry. 

And  writing  checks  in  Chinee  language  there. 
"I'm  glad  to  tiee  you.  Jack,  again,"  that's  what  she  Bald  to  me; 

I  said,  "  I'm  sorry  that  we  met  at  all, 
I  owe  your  mother  twenty,  Kate,  and  sister  'bout  the  same, 

But  I'll  be 'round  to  see  them  when  I  call. 

Cborcs. 
"So  tell  them  that  yon  saw  me  and  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Just  tell  them  I  wax  trying  to  touch  you; 
Then  whisper  to  your  sister  if  she'd  let  me  have  a  ten, 

I  could  love  her  better  than  I  used  to  do." 

I  Love  You  Yet 

1  ^  • »  ■ 
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Wordsand  Music  by  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 


You  said  you  loved  me  better  than  I  knew. 

But  ahl  you  know  you  spoke  untrue; 
Yonr  heart  whs  faitiiless  and  your  love  was  false. 

And  yet  I  loved,  I  loved  but  yon. 
You  claimed  me  as  your  happy  bride. 
You  pressed  mc  to  your  loving  side; 
You  took  my  hand  within  your  own. 
And  vowed  you  loved  Imt  me  alone.      *' 
But  ah!  you  little  dream'd  I  knew 
That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue. 

Chorus. 
And  now  I  wander  sad  and  lone,  the  past  a  drear  and  vain  regret, 
Aud  tho'  your  many  vows  were  broken,  1  cannot  help,  I  love  you  yet. 

"I  loyed  you  better  than  yon  knew,  machree" — 
Those  were  the  words  you  spoke  to  me, 

And  tho' I  thought  you  loveil  me  as  you  said, 
I  knew  that  this  could  never  be. 

For  woman's  heart  is  not  a  toy. 

One  deed  her  love  will  oft  destroy; 

I  saw  you  kiss  another's  lips. 

Like  bee,  whicli  stolen  honey  sipa. 

Ami  ah!  you  lilile  dream'd  I  knew 

That  you  «ere  faiIlileH«  and  untrue. —  Chonit. 


MAGCIE,  MY  OWN 

» « »  —  -1 
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Words  by  Alice.    MukIc  by  Andrew  Mack. 

*  »  »     

Maggie,  Bsy  own,  MaL'gie,  my  dear, 
Bappy  am  I  when  you  are  nigh; 
1  love  you  more  and  more. 

Dry  that  bright  tear,  be  of  good  cheer; 
Wherever  I  wander,  though  years  may  roll  on. 
You've  a  place  in  my  heart,  Maggie  dear. 

Chorus. 
Maggie,  my  own,  Maggie,  my  dear,  , 

Happy  am  1  when  you  are  niL'h,  I  love  you  more  and  more; 
Oh,  light  of  my  life,J)e  my  little  wife. 

My  own  sweet  Maggie  Asthore. 


Maggie,  my  own,  Maggie,  my  dear,     ' 
By  night  and  day  for  you  I'll  pray; 
Think  of  nie,  love,  alone. 

Though  far  away,  still  I'll  be  near- 
The  light  of  your  eyee  my  hriirht  beaCon  will  be 

And  guide  me  to  you,  Maggie  dear.— cWim. 


--.•;-..v 
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ARRAH,  GO  ON 

OopjllgbttltW,  by  Francis,  Day  <Jt  Hunter.     BngrUsh  oopyrlght  seoozed. 
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.:«■...,'.      Words  and  Music  by  Felix  McGlennon, 

"■'■•  '    »  *  » — • 

I'm  «  dacent  yonng  colleen  just  over  from  Ireland, 

And  all  <>f  the  hovs  (seem  to  run  after  me; 
Sure,  tht-y  think  'kiise  I'm  Irieh  there's  Kreen  In  my  optic, 

Bui,  falih,  there's  no  green  in  my  eye,  you  can  see. 
I  know  which  from  whether,  and  tliis  from  the  otber; 

I  know  (heir  decavin',  deliidlierin'  way — 
And  BO,  wiien  ihey  come  wid  their  coaziu'  and  maBhln\ 

I  only  wink  at  them  and  to  tliem  I  say: 

CaoRcs. 
"  Arra-h,  go  on!  you're  simply  tHzin'! 
'Pon  my  word,  you're  eoinething  uwfnlt 

Lave  nie  alone!  you're  mighty  pltizin';  Arrah!  go  'way,  go  on; 
Go  wid  ye,  go  'way;  go  wid  ye,  go  'way,  go  out  " 

There's  wan  of  them  carries  up  bricks  to  the  mortar, 

He  tells  me  he  has  a  flue  gintlemiin's  shop; 
For  all  he's  got  to  do  is  to  climb  np  the  hidder, 

And  the  work  is  all  done  hy  tlie  man  at  the  top. 
He  says  it's  liiinself  cud  keep  me  like  a  lady;  .'  , 

He's  "  wan-wan  "  a  week,  and  he's  overtime,  too; 
He  swears  I  can  have  Ills '•  wan-wan  "  if  I'll  marry. 

But  1  only  laugh  and  then  say,  "  Wir-ras-truel  "— CAorw. 

Another  wan  is  a  !)ig  lump  of  a  p'liceman, 

He's  not  lone  from  Irelaiiil,  hie  name  is  Mick  Lynn; 
And  he  swears  if  lie  seen  any  otheri*  come  niashiu', 

Bedad  and  t>egorrHl  he'll  run  them  ail  in. 
He's  Kive  me  a  WHtch— I  ciin  t.'ne«>s  wiiere  he  got  it. 

For  lie's  on  night  (iuty;  lie  sees  me  iiy  day. 
He  swars  to  !»•  trnr,  a  hiir  ohIIi  <m  iiis  truncheon. 

But  I  only  luk  at  liis  feet  and  I  t>tty:—Cho7-ug. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gus«le  L.  Davis. 

Colored  folks,  have  yon  heard  the  news  that's  been  exciting  every  coon, 
There's  goini;  to  be  a  jubilee,  and  it's  going  to  gailier  'round  the  moon; 
There's  Venue,  there's  Saturn,  there's  Jupiter  imd  Mars, 
There's  a  comet  and  an  eclipse  of  llie  suu,  the  moon  and  stars; 
Tlicre'8  a  new  seusution  now,  one  tliat's  delighting  every  coon,        • 
For  brother  Jasper,  he  declares  there's  a  midway  iu  the  moon. 

Chorus. 
The  midway  in  the  moon,  tlie  midway  in  the  moon. 
With  theboola,  hoola.  boola,  boola,  faoola, 
Bvery  coon  will  have  a  chance  to  do  the  hoochy,  coochy  dance. 
When  we  gel  up  to  the  midway  in  the  moon. 

White  folks  all  must  bear  in  mind  that,  when  the  coons  begin  to  dance, 

There'll  be  no  choice  or  color  line,  for  that  day  the  nigs  will  have  a  chance; 

Let's  whisper,  let's  wliisfier,  now  coons  don't  yon  be  shy: 

Don't  you  hurry,  don't  >oii  worry,  for  it's  coming  bye  and  bye; 

There's  a  new  sensation  now,  one  that's  delighting  every  coon, 

For  brother  Jasper,  be  declares  there's  a  midway  iu  the  moon. — Chonu. 


LOTTIE   CILSON'S 

*  PAUQHTER  WELL 
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WHAT  WILL  YOU  SA 

SWEET  KITTY  SHEA? 
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Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 

• — *  «  »    I ■''   ■ 

I  now  take  my  pen  in  hand,  sweet  Kitty  Shea,        ■  " 
To  write  yon  a  letter  from  over  the  sea; 
I'm  well  andLI  hope  this  will  find  you  the  same — 
]f  my  writing  is  l>ad,  then  my  |>en  is  to  hiame. 
I'm  lonely,  since  I  left  the  dear  old  green  iele. 
For  someliody's  bright  face  and  somebody's  Bmltot 
And  that  is  tlie  reawm  I  write  to  you  now. 
To  ask  you  a  question,  if  you  will  allow. 
Chorus. 
What  will  yon  say,  sweet  Kitty  Shea, 
If  I  should  ack  you  to  marry  some  dny? 
Will  you  say  "Yes,  dear,"  or  will  you  say  "Nay  "— 
Oh,  what  will  you  oay,  eweet  Kitty  Shea? 

If  wliat  I  am  writing  should  not  reach  yon,  dear, 

I  hope  that  you  nlways  will  think  of  nie  here, 

And  tell  your  old  father  and  mother  for  me. 

That  I'll  take  care  of  them  if  my  wife  you'll  !)e; 

Now  my  ink  is  red  and  so  is  tlie  red  rose. 

And  my  love  is  there  where  the  dear  shamrock  grows; 

Now  sugar  in  «weet  and  the  violets  are  blue. 

And  blue  too  I'll  be  till  I  hear,  dear,  from  yoxi.— Chonu. 


IN  THE  BARROOM 

MS*       I 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  J.  Caaey. 

I    ^  ■  »     r 

I'm  a  celebrated  workingnmn,  me  duty  I  never  shirk; 

I  can  do  more  work  than  iiny  imin  from  Pittsburgh  to  New  York; 

It's  a  j)erfect  holy  terror,  boys,  how  I'll  get  through  me  work, 

Providing  I  can  do  it  in  a  barroom. 
I'll  hoist  derricks  with  me  sliouliler,  push  freight  cars  with  me  breath. 
That  will  make  the  boss  feel  tickled,  till  he's  on  the  edge  of  death, 
But,  between  us  all,  now  whi8|>er  that  I  only  have  to  sweat. 

When  I'm  doing  manual  labor  iu  the  barroom. 

There  are  coppers  withont  nnmhers,  with  their  well-developed  ehesta,    ' 

Who  make.the  most  agtoiitiding  of  the  whole  police  arrests; 

They'll  pound  the  air  with  veiiueunce,  then  dilute  their  manly  chests; 

If  you'll  only  chase  the  liquor  in  a  bammm. 
They  will  catch  thieves  without  iMiinl»ers,  they'll  be  np  to  snuff,  you  see;    • 
They've  cnucht  a  hundred  murderers,  including  yon  and  me. 
But  you'll  find  out  when  you  know  them  that  they  must  have  twenty-three 

Of  the  very  largest  schooners  in  the  barroom. 

There  are  actors  who  have  acted  in  a  linndred  different  roles. 
And  some  whose  fame  extend  l>eyond  those  two  confounded  poiea. 
But  you'll  find  their  acting  qiialiites  lies  deep  within  their  souls. 

And  they  draw  their  inspirations  from  a  barroom. 
Their  poses  are  heroic,  and  tlieir  methods  are  sublime; 

They  give  old  Garrick  cards  and  spades,  their  soul  is  full  of  rhyme^        '  ;    "' 
But  w  hen  you  come  to  solve  tiiem  you  will  find  that  at  the  time 

They  ouiy  do  their  Johu  McCuilough's  in  a  barroom. 

There's  the  politician  robust,  with  his  pre-election  ways. 

Who  works  his  fine  influence  on  the  l>lo<miing  Fourth  Ward  Jaya^ 

And  for  fourteen  iiegs  of  lager  tlien  hie  nobs  he  buidly  pays. 

And  he  operates  liis  canvass  in  the  barrooin; 
But  when  the  electioii'e  o'er  and  the  free  beer  is  all  gone. 
He'll  wonder  how  the  deuce  it  was  that  his  opponeut  won;  '  ■ 

He'll  find  out  that  I  voted  for  the  other  son  of  a  gun, 

Andl  ofteu  jollied  heelers  iu  tlie  barroom.  "i:"/, 


HARRY  MILLER'S  LATEST  SUCCESS, 

If  They'd  Only  Write  &  M  Me  to  Come  Home 

Is  a  Pathetic  Song  and  Chorus  that  will 

touch  the  tender  chords  of  your 

heartstrings. 

'    For  Sato  at  all  Music  StorM.    Ask  for  It 
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'    A  Song  that  Touches  the  Tender  Chords  of  Your  Heart-Strings: 

IF  THEY'D  ONLY  WRITE  J 

AND  ASK  ME  TO  COME  HOME. 

The  brilliant  composer  of  the  most  popular  songs  of  the  day. 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS.     TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 

Chorus. 
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"If       they'd    on    -    ly    write     and       ask      me       to      come       home, 
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hap  -  py  once     a-    gain —         If  they'd      on  -    ly  write    and    ask    me      to    come      home .i 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbos.  £.  Baer. 

1     ^  s  »     I  ' 

■■  Jnst  down  the  street  a  block  or  two 

Lives  Miirpby'e  daujihter  Nell; 
Ber  bair  \»  fair,  her  eyes  are  blue. 

Indeed,  ebe'B  quite  a  belle;  • 

8be  eniilcs  on  me  whene'er  we  meet. 

She  has  iny  heart  and  hand  complet«. 
And  when  work  ie  done  I  elart  ana  run 

My  Mel  I  to  meet. 

Chobub. 
Dennie  Murphy's  daiiMbter  Nell 

Wails  for  me  after  tea; 
8be  knows  well,  she  dare  not  tell 

That  she's  entjaged  to  me. 
But  one  of  these  (lays,  when  I  get  a  ratse. 

The  boy  that  she  loves  so  well 

Will  marry  Dennie  Murphy's  daughter  MelL 

The  old  man  enys  liis  dangbtet  Nell 

Can  never  marry  me; 
Says,  she  must  wed  a  howling  swell, 

That's  rich  and  up  in  "G." 
But  on  his  Nell  I've  got  first  call. 

She  says  it's  me  or  none  at  all, 
And  last  ui^bt  she  said  we  will  be  wed 

Some  time  this  fall. —  Vhorus. 


LEI  E  m  MI  FUCE 

AT   HOME   AGAIN 
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-  Words  and  Miikic  by  Cbas.  V.  Long. 

1     *  «  »    i 

In  a  cozy  little  cottage  sat  a  couple  old  and  gray, 

A  fire  in  the  hearth  was  burning  bright. 
There  a  letter  they  were  rending  from  their  son  who  went  astray; 

He  left  them  on  one  cold  and  wint'ry  night; 
Bis  companions,  whom  were  evil,  had  him  forge  bis  father's  name; 

The  parent,  in  his  anger,  wished  him  dead; 
But  the  son  had  since  rc|H-nted,  and  this  letter  home  bad  come, 

And  to  his  wife  these  words  the  old  muu  read  : 

Chobus. 

Let  me  take  my  place  at  honie  again. 

Back  among  the  dearest  friends  of  all. 

Back  to  mother's  dear  caress,  and  yonr  old  age  I  will  bless. 

Then  let  me  take  my  place  at  home  aguiu. 

Now  the  old  man  would  not  listen  to  the  pleadings  of  his  boy. 

The  dear  old  mother's  health  soon  gave  away. 
For  her  heart  was  sadly  pining  for  her  eon,  her  only  joy. 

Who  left  them  in  both  sorrow  and  dinmay: 
One  night  as  they  were  sitting  by  their  cozy  firef>idc, 

The  son  was  brouuht  in  pale  and  ill  from  need. 
Then  the  father  he  forgave  him,  and  with  joy  the  mother  cried. 

And  now  my  lad  no  longer  taas  to  plead:—  Chorut. 


The  foilowingare  the  titles  of  six  Popular  Songs,  namely : 

Denied  a  Home 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer 

I  Never  Loved  until  I  Met  You 

Dennie  Murpliy's  Daugliter  Nell 

After  Your  Wand'ring,  Come  Home 

If  They'd  Only  Write  and  Asic  Me  to  Come  Home 

The  sheet  music  of  these  soties  can  »»'» *—■*  -*  -••  !VlusIc 
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'    *  *  *    ' 

:'      -■  Words  by  Harry  S.  Marion.    Music  by  J.  P.  MoUaii. 

■    m  *  m    ■ 
Two  little  sweethearts,  coming  from  school  one  day—    >    ;      _' 
Shyly  he  told  her,  in  a  boyish  way: 
"  When  I  am  older.  Ml  ask  you  lo  marry  me; 
I'll  watch  o'er  and  guide  you  wherever  you  go, and  no  barm  shall  come  to  the«. 

Chorus. 
"Yon  are  my  sweetheart,  I  will  love  yon  ever; 
Whatever  troubles  you  may  have,  we  will  share  together. 
When  I'm  a  man  I  will  marry  yon,  then  we'll  never  part; 
There's  nothing  too  good  in  this  world  for  you,  my  own  sweetheart.*' 

Tenrs  have  rolled  onward,  journeying  on  throngh  life; 

These  lilile  sweeiheaits  now  are  man  and  wife.  -  - ;'  ■•  '  • 

Two  little  children,  running  around  at  play. 

Often  remind  him  of  school-boy  days,  when  to  his  sweetheart  he*d  say:— CAo. 


Better  than  Gold 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cliarles  K.  Ilarria. 


In  a  Pnllman  palace  smoker  sat  a  number  of  bright  men. 

You  could  tell  that  they  were  drummers,  nothing  seemed  to  trouble  them. 

When  up  spoke  a  handsome  follow,  "  Con>e.  let's  have  a  story,  boys. 

Something  that  will  help  lo  pass  the  time  away." 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  we'll  manage,"  said  a  bright  knight  of  the  grip, 

"  Let  us  have  three  wishes,  something  good  and  true; 
We  will  give  friend  Bob  the  first  chance,  he's  the  oldest  gathered  hens  "— 

Then  they  listened  to  a  wish  that's  always  new: 

Chobcs. 
*' Just  to  be  a  child  agiiin  at  mother's  knee, 
Just  to  hear  her  sing  the  same  old  melody. 
Just  to  hear  her  sjieak  iu  loving  sympathy, 
'    ~       Just  to  kiss  her  lips  acain. 

Just  to  have  her  fondle  me  with  tender  care. 
Just  to  feel  her  dear,  soft  fingers  through  my  hair. 
There  is  no  wish  in  this  world  that  can  compare. 
Just  to  be  a  child  at  mother's  knee." 

There  they  sat,  those  jolly  drummers,  not  a  sound  that  moment  heard. 
While  their  tears  were  slowly  falling,  there  was  no  man  epoke  a  woni, 
:    For  the  memories  of  their  childhood  days  had  louched  their  dear  kind  hearts, 
.    When,  as  children,  they  had  played  at  mother's  knee. 
Then  at  last  the  spell  was  broken  by  another  traveling  man, 

"Your  attention  for  a  moment  I  do  crave; 
I  will  tell  yon  of  one  precious  thing,  so  dear  to  one  and  all, 
'TIb  a  wieh  we  long  for  to  the  very  grave: 

Chorus. 
Just  enough  of  gold  to  keep  me  all  my  days. 
■      '  Just  enough  with  which  some  starving  soul  to  save. 

Just  enough  I  wish  to  help  me  on  my  way. 
Just  enough  to  happy  be. 
Just  enough  to  know  I'll  ne'er  be  poor  again. 
Just  enough  to  drive  away  all  sorrow's  pain. 
You  may  wish  for  many  things,  but  all  in  vain. 
Give  to  me  what  precious  gold  can  buy." 

The  conductor,  passing  through  the  train,  stopped  in  the  smoking^ar; 
Be  had  grown  quite  iiiteregied  in  the  stories  told  so  far— 
■    "  Please  excuse  my  interruption,  but  I  listened  with  delight  "  > 

To  your  wishes,  both  of  them  so  good  and  tnie; 

Yet  there  is  a  wish  that's  dearer,  better  far  than  glittering  gold,  ^ 

Though  a  simple  one  perhaps  you  all  will  say,  ■         '"' 

Tis  a  longing  that  is  In  my  heart  each  moment  of  my  life, 
Tis  a  gleam  of  euusbiue  strewn  across  my  way:  .;    ,    .. 

Chorus. 
Jnst  to  open  wide  my  little  cottage  door, 
;  Just  to  see  my  baby  rolling  on  the  floor, 

Jnst  to  feel  that  I  have  something  to  adore. 

Just  to  be  at  home  again, 

Jnst  to  hear  a  sweet  voice  calling  papa  dear,  - 

Just  to  know  my  darling  wife  is  standing  near;  ^       - 

You  may  have  your  gold  your  lonely  heart  to  cheer, 

But  I'll  take  my  baby,  wife  and  home." 
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By  James  Thornton. 
•     m  »  m     I 


T  will  staff  yon  a  eong,  anil  it  won't  be  very  long, 
'Bout  a  maiden  sweet,  and  she  never  would  do  wrong; 
Ev'ry  one  said  site  was  preiiy,  slie  was  not  long  in  the  city. 
All  alone,  oh,  what  a  pity— poor  little  maid. 

Chords. 
She  never  saw  the  stieets  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  had  never  strayed. 
She  never  saw  the  kutchy,  kutchy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  went  out  one  night,  did  this  Innocent  divine. 

With  a  nice  young  man,  who  invited  her  to  dine. 

Now  he's  sorry  that  he  met  her,  and  he  never  will  forget  ner; 

In  the  future  he'll  know  better— poor  little  maid. 

Chorus.  ■  ^ 

She  never  saw  the  streets  of  Cairo,  on  the  Midway  she  had  never  strayed. 
She  never  saw  the  kutcliy,  kutcliy— poor  little  country  maid. 

She  was  engaged  as  a  picture  for  to  pose,  .    . 

To  appear  each  ni^ht  in  abbreviated  clothes. 

All  the  dudes  were  in  a  flurry,  for  to  catch  her  they  did  hnrry; 

One  who  Caught  htr  now  is  sorry-poor  little  maid. 
Chords. 
She  was  much  fairer  far  than  Trilby— lots  of  more  men  sorry  will  be 
If  they  don't  try  to  keep  away  from  this  poor  little  country  maid. 
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Written,  Composed  and  Suug  by  Helene  Mora. 

I'm  In  love  with  a  charming  young  lady, 

JtiHt  the  finest  yount;  lady  ou  earth; 
A  gem  of  the  very  first  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  i)eneath  the  green  bower; 

1  kissed  her  and  liked  it  bo  well; 
She  blushed  like  the  fairest  of  flowert         ' 

That  grow  in  a  mossy  green  deli. 

Chords. 
Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright:  star  of  eve  and  darkest  night; 
'Mid  shady  laue  and  meadow  green,  I  long  to  roam  with  aweet  E^athleen. 

Her  parents  they  boast  not  of  riches; 

Tiiey've  a  neat  little  farm  of  iheir  0wn| 
Her  father  he  digs  hie  own  praties, 
-  And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone; 

For  miles 'round  our  Kathleen  is  famous—  ' 

G<)0<1  looks  anil  good  nature  serene; 
.     .  Tis  there  she  is  alway*  acknowledged 

As  the  fairest  young  colleeu  e'er  seen.— CAortM. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  iild  folks  will  give  us  away; 
The  belle  in  tlie  church  will  l)e  ringing. 

And  the  boys  and  the  eirls  will  l)e  gay; 
As  sure  at)  the  stare  are  above  us. 

My  Kiitlileen  will  ever  be  true; 
And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coraine. 

All  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  burroo. — Ctiorut. 


MY  CONEY  ISLAND  GIRL 

■    —a—   ■ ■-.;,'..-;,•» 

Copyright,  1895,  by  Frank  Harding.    All  rights  reserved. 

:  ni«  words  and  Music  of  this  song  will  be  sent  to  any  address  upon  receipt  of  M  cents. 

■     »  %  m — . 
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I  am  In  love  with  a  nice  little  girl,  she's  only  sweet  sixteen; 

She  works  down  town,  just  near  Park  Row  and  Pearl,  she's  my  queen; 

She  has  a  bicycle,  I've  got  one,  too;  oh,  bow  delightful  it  feels; 

On  Sunday  morning,  as  daylight  is  dawning,  taking  a  spin  on  car  wheels. 

Chords. 

My  Coney  Island  girl,  she's  just  the  sort  that  you'd  like: 

She's  Rof  no  medals,  hut  oh,  don't  she  look  nice  on  a  *'  bike"; 

She  dresses  dainty  and  neat,  on  her  forehead  a  Marguerite  curl; 

I  take  a  trip  Sunday,  and  sometimes  on  Monday,  with  my  Coney  Island  girl. 

When  we  reach  Coney  the  pleasure  be^ns,  meeting  the  girls  and  boys; 
Then  take  a  ride  on  the  bi^  carousal, oh,  what  joys; 

If  we  don't  want  to  ride  home  on  a  "  hike,"  sometimes  we  take  the  last  train; 
We  sing  every  ditty  that's  sung  In  the  city,  but  always  end  with  this  refrain : 

"-Chorut. 
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Words  by  Jobn  F.  Palmer.    Uusio  by  Charlaa  B.  Ward. 
I    ■  s  ^   ■ 
Matt  Casey  formed  a  social  club  that  beat  the  world  for  style. 

And  hired  for  a  meeting  place  a  hall; 
When  pay-day  came  around  each  week,  they'd  greased  the  floor  with  WU| 

And  dauced  with  noise  and  vigor  at  the  ball: 
Bacli  Saturday  you'd  see  tht-m  dreeeed  up  in  Sunday  clothes. 

Each  lad  would  have  his  sweetheart  by  his  side: 
When  Casey  led  the  first  graud  march  the  rest  would  fall  in  Um] 

Behind  the  man  who  was  their  joy  and  pride— for  ,  .  ^ 

Chords. 
Casey  would  waltz  with  a  strawberry  blonde, 
'  And  the  band  played  ou; 

/  He'd  glide  'cross  the  fioor  with  the  girl  he  adored. 

And  the  band  played  on: 
But  his  brain  was  so  loaded  it  nearly  exploded, 
.•  The  poor  girl  would  shake  with  alarm; 

He'd  ne'er  leave  the  girl  with  the  suawberry  curls. 
And  the  baud  played  on. 

Such  kissing  in  the  comer  and  such  whisp'riog  in  the  hall. 

And  telling  tales  of  love  behind  the  stairs: 
As  Casey  was  the  favorite  and  hi-  that  ran  ilie  ball. 

Of  kisxiug  and  luve-mukiim  did  his  share; 
At  twelve  o'clock  exactly  they  all  would  fall  in  line,  'v. 

Then  march  down  to  the  dining  hall  and  eat;  . 

But  Casey  would  not  join  them,  although  every  thing  was  fine. 

But  he'd  stayed  up-siairs  and  exercise  his  feet— for— C'Aorj<*. 

Now  when  the  dance  was  over  and  the  band  played  "Home,  sweet  hoaM,** 

They  played  a  tune  at  Casey's  own  request; 
He'd  thank  them  very  kindly  for  the  favors  they  had  shown; 

Then  he'd  waltz  once  with  the  girl  that  he  loved  best: 
'Most  all  the  friends  are  married  that  Casey  used  to  know,  ■.':.'■ 

And  Casey,  too,  has  taken  him  a  wife;  '-' 

The  blonde  he  used  to  waltz  and  glide  with  on  the  ball-room  floor, 

iB  happy  Missis  Casey  now  for  life— for- CAoru*. 
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Words  by  Edw.  B.  Harks.    Huslo  by  Jos.  W.  Stem. 


A  passing  policeman  found  a  little  child; 
She  walked  beside  him,  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 
Said  he  to  her  kindly,  "  Now  you  must  not  cry, 
I  will  find  your  mamma  for  you  bye  and  bye." 
At  the  station  when  he  asked  her  for  her  name. 
And  she  answered  Jennie,  it  made  him  exclaim: 
"At  last  of  your  mother  I  have  now  a  trace — 
Your  little  features  bring  back  her  sweet  face.** 
Chords. 

"Do  not  fear,  my  little  darline,  and  i  will  take  yon  right  home. 

Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me;  no  more  from  me  you  shall 

For  you  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  niotlier  left  me  one  day; 

Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child,  away." 

"Twas  all  through  a  quarrel,  madly  jealous  she. 
Vowed  then  to  leave  me,  womanlike,  you  see. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  her,  crief  near  drove  me  wild." 
"Papa,  yon  are  crying,"  lispe*!  the  little  child. 
Suddenly  the  door  of  the  station  opened  wide: 
"  Have  you  seen,  my  darlint;?  "  an  anxious  mother  cried. 
Husband  and  wife  then  mcetine,  face  to  face. 
All  is  soon  forgiven,  in  one  fond  embrace. 

Chorus. 
**Do  not  fear,  my  little  darling,  and  we  will  take  yen  right  home. 
Come  and  sit  down  close  beside  me:  no  more  from  os  you  shall  i 
For  yon  were  a  babe  in  arms  when  your  motlier  left  me  one  day; 
Left  me  at  home,  deserted,  alone,  and  took  you,  my  child,  away. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Will  U.  Friday,  Jr. 

■ — m  %  m     ■ 

I've  lived  within  my  present  home  a  month,  or  maybe  more; 

CODteuteU  with  ray  fulke  I  lived  till  then, 
Bnt  since  Tm  there,  I  met  a  Mies,  none  euch  I've  met  before. 

With  clianiis  just  made  to  captivate  the  men. 
So  graceful  and  eo  neat,  eo  winaume  and  bo  sweet — 

Choriji. 
She's  the  pirl  next  <loor,  the  girl  next  door— 

Bewitchint;  and  eo  handsome  is  the  girl  next  door. 
Now  whene'er  I  hear  her  name  my  heart  bur«tB  in  a  flame — 

I'm  Id  love  with  the  girl  next  door. 

So  very  soon  the  wedding  bells  will  ring  in  tones  of  joy. 

Two  loving  liearte  will  then  l)e  very  glud; 
A  baupv  youth  will  march  beside  a  maiden  sweet  and  coy, 

In  bridal  robes  of  white  she  will  be  clad. 
We'll  wed  and  live  in  bliss,  myself  and  this  young  'Hie»—Choru$. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Fremont. 
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Katie  was  John's  Steady  company. 

They  were  happy  as  lovers  conUi  be, 
Engaged  to  be  married,  the  time  was  qnite  near,        '    ,.•' 

Theii  young  hearts  were  beating  with  glee, 
Bnt  oft,  between  kisses,  d<ar  Katie  would  say: 
"  We  mui't  look  forward  to  our  wedding  day: 
This  world  is  made  up  of  eiinsliine  and  rain;  " 
And  when  John  would  langh,  she  would  sing  this  refrain: 

Chorus. 
"Dimes  and  nicltels,  nicl^els  and  dimes: 
If  we  thought  more  of  them,  we'd  hear  of  less  crimes; 
Now,  John,  when  we're  married,  in  case  of  bard  timea* 
You  save  the  nickels  and  I'll  save  the  dimes."    . 

At  last  they  were  married  and  settled, 

In  a  nice  little  place  of  their  own, 
And  a  baby  wonlU  call  out  for  P)ipa,  so  sweet. 

In  the  evening  when  John  would  come  home. 
When  the  Union  declared  the  hig  strike  at  the  mill, 
John  went  out,  with  his  dear  Katie's  will — 
She  says:  "  Do  not  fret:  we  laugh  at  hard  times. 
For  you've  saved  the  nickels  and  I've  saved  the  ilmcB."— Chorus. 
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Words  and  Music  by  James  Thornton.      . 

.  While  strolling  along  with  the  city's  vast  throng, 
On  a  night  that  was  bitter  cold, 
I  noticed  a  crowd,  who  were  laughing  aloud 
At  something  they  chanced  to  behold: 
;  ■.■ '    I  stopped  for  to  see  what  the  object  could  be,  '' 

And  there,  on  a  doorstep,  lay 
A  woman  in  tears,  from  the  crowd's  angry  jeers. 
And  then  I  beard  somebody  say: 

Cbobub. 
She  may  have  seen  better  days,  when  she  was  in  her  prime; 
She  may  have  seen  better  days  once  npon  a  time: 
Though  by  the  wayside  she  fell,  she  may  yet  mend  her  ways; 
Some  poor,  old  mother  Is  waiting  for  her,  who  has  seen  better  days. 

If  we  could  bnt  tell  why  tlie  poor  creature  fell, 
Perhaps  we'd  not  be  eo  severe: 
!■'  If  the  truth  were  bnt  known  of  this  outcast  alone, 

.'■'...:.!  \':       Mayhap  we  would  all  shed  a  tear. 
■..'  ■  :;■'     She  was  once  some  one's  jov,  cast  aside  like  a  toy— 
^' ■  .'  ■"■       Abandoned,  forsaken,  nnxnown. 
•■   ■',     '  Bvery  man  standinu  by  had  a  tear  in  liis  eye,  -    •     . 

.:..-■.       For  some  had  a  daughter  at  home.— CA©rw».       ;    - 

■;^   The  crowd  went  away,  but  I  longer  did  stay; 

For  from  her  I  was  loath  to  depart; 
I  knew  by  her  moan,  as  she  sat  tnere  alone. 

That  something  was  breaking  heart;  '  -  r^ ;  . 

She  told  me  her  life,  shs  was  once  a  good  wife,  :'.'  ;. 

Beapected  and  honored  by  all:  ,.'"'.' 

Ber  hnsbaitd  had  fled  ere  they  were  long  wed, 

AaA  tMUi  dowB  her  cbeeka  sadly  fall.— CAtfriM. 


Mhldon  Rnfh  one  day  came  into  town,  just  to  see  her  uncle  dear; 
Maiden  Ruth  had  on  a  girlish  gown,  and  it  made  her  look  so  queer; 
Maiden  Ruth  bad  never  seen  New  York,  not  until  that  day,  poor  thing. 
As  her  uncle  took  her  all  around,  she  began  to  sing: 

Chortts. 
Oh!  Uncle  John,  isn't  It  nice  on  Broadway; 

Ohl  Uncle  John,  here  I  will  remain; 
Oh  I  Uncle  Jolin,  now  that  I've  seen  the  Bowery, 

Life  in  the  country's  awful  slow,  and  I'll  never  go  back  again. 

Uncle  John  escorted  maiden  Ruth  all  around  the  town,  with  care- 
First  he  took  her  iin  to  Central  Park,  then  they  went  to  Cliatham  Square: 
Strange  sights  maiden  Riilh  had  witnessed  from  Harlem  down  to  New  York  bay; 
Every  one  could  tell  what  pleased  her  most  by  the  way  she'd  say: — Charua. 

Uncle  somehow  lost  her  In  the  crowd,  up  and  dowm  the  street  he  ran. 
Soon  he  found  her  happy  as  could  l>e,  chatting  with  a  policeman: 
Uncle  John  then  said  to  maiden  Ruth,  "Come  along,"  but  Riiih  replied, 
'*  I  must  kiss  that  handsome  man  in  blue,"  so  she  did  and  cried:— CAorus. 

M  Goi  the  Foot  Eirl  M 
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Words  and  Husio  by  E  Alexandra. 

1      m  *  m     • 


While  walking  down  a  busy  thoroughfare, 

You  see  a  pretty  girl,  with  golden  hair. 
Tripping  along,  humming  a  song. 

As  happy  as  the  birds  in  the  air, 
Wiien  euddeuly  the  rain  it  patters  down. 

You'd  think  the  pretty  darling  she  would  drown; 
Der  diess  holds  high  to  keep  it  dry, 

And  the  men  siare  us  she  toddles  through  the  town: 

Choktts. 
Bnt  what  could  the  poor  girl  do?  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  dof 
She'd  a  pretty  litile  shoe,  and  she  lik<d  to  show  it,  too, 
So  I  couldu't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 

A  pretty  girl  in  bathing  went  one  day, 

UresHed  in  a  bathing  suit  of  colors  gay,a» 
When,  like  a  mouse,  from  bathing-house, 

A  thief  tier  garments  stolo  and  ran  away; 
She  learned  her  clothes  were  lost,  and  she  mast  roam 

Tlie  city  in  a  costume  inide  for  foam; 
She  gavi!  a  sigh,  liut  did  not  cry, 

Aud  then  pluckiiy  she  started  out  for  home. 

Chorus. 
But  what  could  the  poor  girl  doT  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  dof    - 
Through  the  streets  slie  had  to  scoot,  dressed  up  in  a  bathing  suit. 
So  1  couldu't  blame  the  girl,  could  youf 

Now  when  a  man  gets  marrie<l,  you'll  agree. 

At  family  work  he's  lielpless  IIS  can  be; 
Bis  wife  says.  Dun, 'most  every  man 

Assists  his  wife,  now  why  don't  you  help  mef 
The  henpecked  man  consents,  but  with  a  scowl — 

At  night  he  walks  the  floor  to  baby's  howl. 
While  mamma  dear,  without  a  fear. 

Says  I'll  retire,  then  hubby  statu  to  growl. 

<'HORU8. 

But  what  conid  the  poor  girl  dof  Boys,  whatconld  the  poor  girl  dor 
While  the  baby  loudly  roars,  mninnia  goes  to  sleep  and  anoret. 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  yuuf 

A  good  ship  o'er  the  ocean  swiftly  sped. 
The  sun  was  shining  hriglitly  overhead, 
r  '  The  captain  and  a  maiden  grand 

Stood  on  the  deck,  when  suddenly  he  said: 
Now  from  your  pretty  lips  I'll  take  a  sip,  .^       , 

Or  else  this  boat  has  seen  Its  final  trip,  -•  .  ' 

,   .       Unless  I  kiss  you,  pretty  MIj-s, 

All  lives  aboard  are  lost,  I'll  tiuk  the  ahip. 
CHORns. 
Now  what  could  the  poor  girl  dof  Boys,  what  could  the  poor  girl  dof 
Now  she's  very  much  adored,  she  saved  all  the  lives  on  tward. 
And  I  couldn't  blame  the  girl,  could  your 
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THERE'S  NO  PLACE 

Like  the  Old  Home,  flltep  fill 

It  is  sweet  in  its  simplicity  and  beauty,  and  destined  to  live  forever  side  by  side  with  the  only  other  song  of  Home. 
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Woi  ds  and  Music  by  Fay  Templetoa. 
■    »  »  »    ■ 


•  When  de  banjo's  a-ntninimin'  and  de  darkies  a-hnmniln\ 

Den  I  want  yer,  nia  lioney,  yes,  I  do; 
I'm  a-thinkin'  oii  ycrduily,  dreosed  bo  sweet  and  also  gaily. 

And  my  heart  Is  forever  true  to  you; 
I'm  a-tlilukin'  ob  yer  sadly,  'cob'  I  love  yer  mighty  madly. 

And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 
8o  come  back  to  please  roe,  don't  try  for  to  teaae  me, 

'Cos' I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Refrain. 
I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer  miehty  badly; 
I'm  a-longin'  for  yer  daily,  'cos'  I  fove  yer  mighty  madly; 
So  com.!  biick  to  please  me,  don't  try  for  to  tease  me, 
"Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  iioney,  yes,  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  Louey,  yee,  I  do. 

When  de  stars  am  a-gleamin'  and  de  birds  am  a-dreamin\ 

Den  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do;  .  . 

For  I  love  yer  ev'ry  niinnt«,  and  nobody  else  Is  In  It, 

And  my  lieart  is  forever  true  to  yoo; 
Deu  don't  linirer  longer,  'cos'  my  love  is  growin'  stronger. 

And  I  don't  know  what  to  do; 
So  come  back,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 

'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  do. 

Befrain. 
I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes,  I  want  yer  ev'ry  mlnate; 
I'm  a-tliinkin' ob  yer  daily,  and  nobody  else  is  in  it; 
So  come  hack,  my  lady,  my  love  and  my  baby, 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  want  yer,  want  yer,  want  yer; 
'Cos'  I  want  yer,  ma  honey,  yes  I  do. 


I  Went  to  Paris 

WITH    PAPA 
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Words  and  Music  by  Leslie  Stuart. 


They  say  I  am  a  giddy  maid,  -^-^j^i-:. 

Not  half  enoueh  in  manners  staid;         •^^i'>' 
I  really  try  to  be  discreet;  '^   "^    \- 

I've  jDBt  come  hack  from  school  in  France, 
The  matron  led  me  each  a  dance. 
Althouuh  my  education  was  complete; 
So  papa  came  for  me, 
To  take  me  home,  you  see. 
He  WH8  80  pronil  of  me,  you  know, 
He  said,  "To  Paris  we  will  go. 
And  there  we'll  Btay  for  a  week, 
.  So  that  yonr  French  you  may  speak; 
And  when  yoa  go  home  to  mamma, 
Tou'll  tell  her  what  yoa've  seen. 

CaoRDB. 
I  went  to  Paris  with  papa,  to  see  what  kind  the  Frenchmen  are, 
Such  fanny  ways  they've  got — Americans  have  not; 
Tod  really  fhoiild  to  Paris  go;  yon  learn  so  very  mucli,  yon  know; 
I  saw  a  lot  in  Paris  that  they  never  taught  in  school. 

And  when  we  came  back  to  mamma, 

She  gave  a  ball,  with  great  eclat  ■, 

She  said,  "  My  dear,  I'll  bring  yon  ont; 

Now  show  them  what  you've  learned  in  France, 

Bow  well  you  sing,  how  well  yon  dance; 

And,  mind  yon,  show  what  manners  you've  been  taoght.** 
"-So  when  the  dance  t>egan, 

I  to  my  partner  ran, 
'■-I  kicked  my  toes  up  In  the  air, 
,     I'd  seen  them  do  it  over  there; 

My  cigarette  I  drew, 
■   French  ladies  do  that,  too. 

And  our  young  cnrate  blnstaed  so 

When  I  sat  npou  bis  knee.— CAortM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  8.  Miller. 


In  a  lonely  little  garret  dwelt  a  once  sweet  village  belle,    .. 

The  only  place  that  Bhe  dare  call  a  home: 
She  had  inarritd  'gainst  the  wiehes  of  the  dear  ones  who  loTed  her  so  well. 

And  now  'inidet  Btrangei'S  she  was  left  alone. 
A  youth  from  city  grand  had  won  tier  heart  and  hand — 

He'd  pictured  to  her  all  so  bright  and  guy; 
It  was  then  the  fattier  told,  "  All  that  glitters,  my  child.  Is  not  gold.**  . 

It  soon  came  true,  and  she  bad  cause  to  say:  ''- 

,  Chords. 

*♦  If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home, 

I'd  feel  aJ>  though  forgiveness  they  had  shown, 
":       And  my  heart  would  ceaee  its  pain,  I'd  be  happy  once  again— 

If  they'd  only  write  and  ask  me  to  come  home." 

In  an  humble  little  cottage  sits  a  father  bowed  in  grief, 

A  mother,  too,  is  weeping  by  his  side; 
They  have  just  received  a  letter,  and  it  told  them,  in  words  cmel  and  brief, 

■riist  her  they  loved  with  broken  heart  had  died.     . 
Oh.  had  they  only  known  that  she  was  left  alone. 

How  gladly  would  they've  culled  her  back  again. 
♦Tis  the  story  we  all  tell,  "She  had  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well," 

And  not  thoonly  one  we  hear  exclaim:— CViotm. 


f  Love  My  Girl 

AND  SHE  LOVES  ME 
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Words  and  Music  by  Gllmore  A  Leonard. 


My  sweetheart  is  a  dark-eyed  tirl,  she  lives  right  close  to  me. 
And  ev'ry  morning  in  the  year  her  smiling  face  I  see; 
The  neighbors  all  love  her,  too,  she  has  sucli  a  winning  way. 
And  when  I  come  home  from  my  work,  I'm  often  beard  to  say: 

Chorus. 
"I  love  my  girl,  and  she  lo^es  me; 
We're  just  as  happy  together  as  we  can  be; 
We  have  a  cozy,  little  home:  we're  married  now,  yon  see; 
For  I  love  my  little  wife,  boys,  and  she  loves  me." 

Tee,  we've  been  married  quite  a  while,  and  very  pleased  to  say 

That  we  are  quite  contented  now,  and  never  rned  the  day; 

We've  never  had  a  quarrel  yet,  we  haven't  got  any  time. 

And  when  the  rainy  day  comes  'round  yoa'li  find  ns  not  behind.— CAA 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Benson  Gray. 


One  Easter  Sunday  morning,  while  th^sun  was  shining  clear. 

And  good  folks  to  the  old  ciinrch  cume,  the  parson's  prayers  to  bear; 

They  little  knew,  while  seated  there,  upon  that  blessed  day, 

A  human  life  was  ending  in  a  home  just  o'er  the  way.  '. 

A  man  in  deepest  poverty,  without  a  single  friend. 

Would  answer  soon  the  call  of  death;  his  life  was  nearlng  end. 

With  no  one  there  to  comfort  him,  no  tender  words  to  say —  " 

He  heard  the  morning  service  in  tlie  church  acroes  the  way.  .    ;_ 

CnoRfs. 
The  ministei'was  preaching  hii>  good  and  sacred  teaching,  '-.  .. 

The  congregation  sat  in  ecitacy; 
The  bells  had  just  ceased  ringing,  the  choir  was  sweetly  singing  -. 

"Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

The  preacher's  words  touched  ev'ry  heart  within  those  sacred  walls; 

He  told  how  honor  always  thrives  and  how  deception  falls. 

The  outcast  in  that  humhie  home,  whose  life  had  been  a  blank,  '•';■ 

Sighed  BOftly  at  those  truthful  words  as  nearer  death  he  sank; 

He  knew  not  that  the  preacher  was  liis  honored  brother  Ned, 

Whom  he'd  not  seen  for  years,  not  since  to  hide  bis  crime  he  fled. 

If  he  could  live  life  o'er  again,  his  thoughts  would  never  stray 

From  each  word  taoght  that  morning  in  the  cbnrcb  acroaa  the  w»j.—Clk 
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Words  and  Musio  by  Cliarlea  Oraham. 

We  were  none  of  as  tblnking  of  danger, 

Ai  the  train  eped  on  in  the  night, 
"I'i  1 1  the  flames  from  a  bnmini;  forest 

Maiie  the  passengers  wild  with  fright. 
Then  a  tiny  maid  near  a  window,  with  ••mile,  Mdd, 

"  There's  nothing  to  fear; 
I'm  sure  that  no  harm  will  befall  yon. 

My  Dad 'a  the  engineer.'* 

Refrain. 
"Daddy's  on  the  engine,  don't  be  afraid; 
Dnddy  knows  what  he  ie  doing,"  said  the  little  maid; 
"  We  II  goon  be  out  of  danjicr,  don't  yon  ever  fear; 
Every  one  is  safe,  because  my  Dad's  the  engineer." 

With  the  sparks  falling  closely  abnnt  as. 

Thro'  the  flames  we  (sped  on  so  fast. 
And  tlie  lirave  little  maid's  father 

Brought  ns  thro'  the  danger  all  safe  at  last; 
And  the  proud,  sweet  face  of  his  lassie. 

And  the  words  of  the  calm,  little  dear,  | 
Will  live  in  my  mem'ry  forever, 

"  My  Dad's  the,engineer."—i?«/'rolfl. 


a 


hl'dk  it  Faral?  Me; 

(PARODY.)  '\         ;:  w       .  ..;,, 

■  — >*  ' -■''  r",   ■^■"■■^-L^". 

Written  aud  Sumr  by  Qus  WUiiama.  ,      /  ,'  - 

I    *  > »    ■  •■■"   '■' 

Send  for  Freo  Catalncrne  of  Sonar  Books,  I>-tter  Writers,  Dream  Hooks,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Tiicic  Books,  Recitation  R^wkK,  I'enny  KiulladK,  CaII  B<M>kR,  Juke  Books,  Sketch  liuuk:<. 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Songr  Bo'ks,  C<K>k  Books,  Books  of  Amusement.  Sheet  Music,  e'R., 
to  Henry  J.  Webman,  130  A  131 1'ark  Row,  New  Yui  k;  or  86  A  37  K.  Madison  St.,Chlca«aw 


There's  a  little  snide  street,  that  yon  cannot  call  sweet. 

Where  the  Board  of  Health  often  will  rally; 
It's  nhoat  a  yard  wide,  and  tlie  law  is  defied — 

The  police  call  it  Paratlise  Alley. 
There'H  a  girl  living  there,  with  cross  eyes  and  red  hair. 

And  her  front  iianie,  ihey  tall  me,  is  Sally; 
£very  day  on  the  strt^it  she  sells  Frankfortera  sweet. 

That's  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

Chorus. 
Every  Sanday,  even  in  rain  or  snow, 
With  her  Frankfort  pudding,  'long  the  street  she'll  go; 
All  the  boys  then  fny,  in  a  wliispcr  low. 
There  goes  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley. 

When  O'Brien's  little  boy  nsed  that  girl  to  annoy. 

They  all  thoaglit  that  she  would  not  go  near  him, 
Bnt  she  caught  him  one  day,  broke  hi(i  jaw  right  away. 

Just  to  show  them  that  slie  didn't  fi-ar  liiin. 
When  the  young  man  got  well,  to  a  friend  he  did  tell 

How  a  red-beaded  girl  they  called  Sally 
Bad  hit  titm  with  a  l>one  that  was  harder  than  stone — 

'Twaa  a  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.— (7A<»-u«. 

Bow  her  hair  it  got  red,  by  the  neighbors  'tis  said. 

That,  at  one  time,  'twas  black  and  unsittlitly. 
And  young  Tommy  Killecn  said  that  once  it  was  green. 

And  then  changed  to  that  color  so  briglitly : 
8o  we  guess,  hy  the  l>y,  thnt  she  uses  hair  dye. 

In  a  manner,  like  Mrs.  McNaily, 
And  I  now  do  proclaim  that  the  color's  the  same 

As  the  sausage  of  Paradise  Alley.— C'Aoruf. 
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Worda  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Uuslc  by  John  Queen. 
■    *  s  »    I 
Oh,  talk  ahont  yonr  sweethearts  fair,  and  girls  of  high  degree; 
Your  Bow'ry  pearls,  and  English  girls  from  far  across  the  sea; 
But  I  can't  see  where  they  come  in,  they  never  were  in  line. 
For  up-to-date  ideas,  with  this  race-track  girl  of  mine. 

CaoRns. 
My  girl's  a  "corkerl  "  site's  a  New  Yorker; 

Siie  plays  the  raci'9,  stie  gets  the  "  dough"; 
Siie  loves  me  dearly,  and  so  sincerely. 

Tell  mc  how  you  found  that  out?  She  told  me  Ml 

At  Shcepshead  Bay,  in  summer  time,  she's  simply  "  ont  of  sight! " 
She  bets  liir  "  stuff  "  like  Piitsburgh  Phil,  and  always  gets  tbem  right. 
Tbe  "  touts,"  they  all  take  off  their  bats  and  stand  right  In  a  line. 
And  look  for  information  from  this  race-track  girl  of  mine.— C7 Aorta. 

And  when  the  racing  season's  o'er,  she  goes  across  the  "  pond  "; 
I've  heard  some  tales  that  dear  old  Wales  of  her  is  very  fond. 
In  Paris,  on  the  Boulevard,  she  never  fails  to  shine; 
For  every  day  is  Sunday  with  this  race-track  girl  of  nA^e.—  Chorut. 

lei  Toil  M  a  M  to  lean 

A    HAPPY    HOME 
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At  a  kind  old  mother's  side  sat  her  eldest  boy,  her  pride, 

Wlio  wonUl  soon  arrive  at  manliAOd's  stage  of  life. 
When  ilie  lail  iN^gaii  to  tell  of  a  girl  he  loved  so  well. 

And  intended  askini;  her  to  l>e  his  wife. 
On  that  loving  motiier's  face  care  at  once  your  eye  coald  trace. 

Like  the  change  of  hrighicxt  sunlight  into  gloara. 
'*  Have  yoii  stopped  to  think,"  said  she,  "  what  yonr  lot  In  life  shoald  be. 

Ere  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  bomeT  " 

Chords. 
When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  homeetead. 

And  to  sail  with  you  o'er  matriiiiouy's  foam. 
You  should  have  employiiieut  then,  earn  your  way  and  living, 

When  you  ask  a  girl  to  leave  a  happy  borne. 

When  tbe  kind  old  mother  said,  "  Tell  me,  lad,  if  von  were  wed, 

How  could  vou  support  a  wife  and  drees  lier  weflf  " 
Said  the  lad,  ^'  Why,  wu  could  live  on  the  muuey  you  would  give. 

And  in  one  of  fatlier's  houses  we  could  dwell." 
"But  the  girl,"  tlie  mother  cried,  "  has  a  dignity  and  pride; 

To  depend  on  ns,  from  home  would  never  roam; 
ThoQgh  we'll  help  yoa  all  we  can,  we  want  yon  to  act  a  i 

When  yoa  aak  •  gi>l  to  leaTe  a  happy  home."— CAorv*. 


BEN  BOLT 
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Don't  yon  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Boltf 

Sweet  Alice,  with  hair  so  brown. 
Who  blushed  with  delight  if  you  g.ive  her  a  amlie. 

And  trembled  with  fear  at  your  frown f 
In  the  old  church-yard,  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  lone, 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  gray. 

And  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bill. 
Together  we've  lain  in  tlie  noonday  shade. 

And  listened  to  Appleton's  mill. 
Tbe  mill-wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  In, 
And  a  qniet  that  crawls 'ronnd  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  tbe  place  of  the  olden  din. 

Do  yna  mind  tbe  cabin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  stoo<i  in  tbe  pathless  w<io<i? 
And  the  bntton-ball  tree,  with  its  motley  boughs. 

That  nigh  by  the  door-step  stood f 
The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt. 

Yo  would  look  foi  the  tree  in  vain; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  tbe  forest  stood,   ' 

Grows  grass  and  tbe  golden  grain. 

And  don't  yon  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  the  shady  nook  in  the  mnning  brook. 

Where  the  children  went  to  swimf 
Grass  grows  on  the  master's  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

Tbe  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry. 
And  of  all  the  boys  who  were  ecboolmatea  then. 

There  are  only  you  and  1. 

There's  a  change  In  the  things  I  love,  Ben  Bolt; 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new; 
But  I  feel  in  the  core  of  my  stiirlt  the  tratb, 

There  never  was  a  change  in  yon. 
Twelve  months  twentv  have  passed,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  friends,  yet  I  bail 
Thv  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth,  .  - 

Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt  sea  gale. 
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Ads  that  Drove  Him  Crazy  (The)— Coale Kent  «J 

After  Tonr  Wandering  Come  Hoiu»-49entlmeBUd Graham  40 

Angel  Mother  Walts  for  Me— Sentimental.... ....     Skelly  40 

Belleville  Convent  Pire  (The)-Pathetle. StrHJiihi  40 

Bowery  Ball  (The)— Comic,  Irish Gallon  40 

Can'tPool  the  Dutch— Comic,  Irish.... Miller  40 

Conversation  Water— Convivial  Song  and  Chonu .     ...  ..Lester  40 

I>ar*s  a  New  Moon  in  de  Sky— Negro Lester  40 

Day  by  Day  Tears  Have  Rolled  on— Sentimental Miller  40 

Denied  a  Home— Descriptive .....Miller  40 

Did  Yoo  Notice  It r— Topical Skelly  40 

Dimes  and  Nickels— Descriptive Fremont  40 

Don't  Forget  Me,  Mary— Sentimental , Skelly  40 

Don't  Forget  the  Friends  that  Are  Dearer  than  Gold— Sentmental . . .  Miller  40 

Dying  Girl's  Message  (The)— Pathetic Skelly  40 

Pace  upon  the  Barroom  Floor  (The)  -  Descriptive    Skel  i  y  40 

Pare  Thee  Well,  My  Little  Sweetheart  -Sentimeuial Southwlck  40 

Forget  the  Past— Sentimental Appel  40 

Friendly  Neighbors  for  Twenty-flve  Years-  -Up-to-date,  Irish Spick  40 

€Hrl  Next  Door  (The)— Sentimental Friday  40 

Happy  Is  the  Bride  that  the  Sun  Shines  on— Sentimental EUwania  40 

Have  Yon  Seen  Herf— Waltz  Song Edwards  JO 

Hearts  Are  Tramps— Comic Kf't  40 

He  Got  the  Riiikey  Dink— Comic... Edwards  40 

He's  OS  His  Trolley— Comic...... o Edwards  40 

He  Married  Riley's  Bride— Comic,  Irish Edwards  40 

He  Married  the  Daughter,  Mother  and  All~Comlc Miller  40 

Her  Picture  Was  There  Next  to  Mine-  Sentimental Si)eck  40 

How  Do  Yon  Like  ItT-Toplcal .   Murphy  40 

How  Nice  that  All  Must  Be— Comic MIlUr  40 

I'm  Going  to  Tell  on  Yon,  Katie -Serlo-Comic  -. Edwards  40 

I  Long  to  See  the  Old  Home  Once  Again— Sentimental Parker  40 

I  Never  Loved  nntll  I  met  Yon— Sentimental Sp<-ck  40 

It's  All  Gone  Now— Comic Keen  40 

I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Rcllly  Any  More— Comic,  Wsh Miller  40 

Jnst  As  It  Used  to  Be  in  Days  Gone  By-  SentlmenUI Graham  40 

Kind  Words— SentlmenUl Mahoney  40 

Little  Johnny  Johnson  Is  My  Snnday  Beau— Serlo-Comlc —  Powers  40 

Little  Musician  (The)— Sentimental,  Quartette. Mahoney  40 

Little  Toj  Dram  (The)— Sentimental  . Graham  40 
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Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again— Sentimental  Skelly  M 

Ma^ic  Pictures  in  the  Grate— Sentimental Stanfleld  40 

Mary  Rode  the  Bike  and  Bull— Comic .^...Harding  40 

McNally '8  Old  Buck  Yard-Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer— Descriptive. Graham  40 

My  Johanna  Johnson— Negro  Selden  40 

Oh,  Dow  I  Lovo  Sweet  Kathleen— Waitz  Song Edwards  40 

Only  to  See  My  Mother— Descriptive Pollak  40 

Raffle  for  a  Waterbnry  Watch— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

RoNUilne  In  the  Clover— Waltz  Song Lester  40 

K'wy  Magoe— Sentimental Marlon  and  Pearl  40 

S«<iiig  Jennie  Home — Waltz  Song Edwards  40 

Sliinny  on  Your  Own  Side— Sentimental Graham  40 

Since  My  Mother's  Dead  and  Gone— Sentimental Skelly  40 

Some  Other  Girl  Shall  Wear  the  Ring  -Serio-Comie Skelly  40 

Susie,  Do  You  Lnb  Met— Negro...     ..   Kent  4C 

Sweet  Dreams  of  Mother  and  Dome— Sentimental Skelly  40 

Sweet  Eilleen— Sentimental Speck  40 

Sweet  Jennie  Brown— Waltz  Song Speck  40 

Swell  up  to  Date  (The)— Song  and  Dance Miller  40 

Tell  Me  You  Love  Me  Still— Sentimental Speck  40 

There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home,  After  All— Sentimental Keen  40 

They  Can't  Keep  the  Workingman  Down— Sentimental Fletcher  40 

Thinking  of  One  She  Loves— Sentimental    McOlennon  40 

This  Is  Unexpected— Comic Miller  40 

To-Morrow's  Another  Day— Baritone  Solo Smith  40 

Upon  Life's  Ocean  Cast  Away-Descriptive Sonthwick  40 

Walking  on  de  Rainbow  In  de  Sky-  Negro Edwards  40 

What's  the  Matter  with  Your  Feet f— Comic,  Irish Miller  40 

When  the  Mailman  Comes— Sentimental Davis  40 

When  We're  Married  By  and  By— Song  and  Dance Edwards  40 

With  a  Wife  and  a  Neat  Little  Home— Sentimental Graham  40 

Workingman 's  Dream  (Tlie)— Pathetic Skelly  40 

You  Don't  Find  a  Girl  Like  My  Olrl  Every  Day— Sentimental  Speck  40 

Your  Mother  and  I,  Maggie— Sentimental Keen  40 


INSITaXJl-lEJNTAXj.  ' 

Cairo  March..  Speck  40 

Happy  Life  March Smith  40 

Uurry  Home  March Edwards  40 
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Any  of  the  above  Songs,  Words  and  Music  complete,  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  25  C«nf«  par  eopy,  or  any  FIVE  OopI**, 

^ur  selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,    jr^-ir-  Remember,  this  does  not  apply  to  any  Songs  not  appearing  on  above  list  -«^ 

.  Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


-«•    PX7BX.iZS£ZB2K,    -H- 


130  Sl  132  Park  Bow.  K£W  YORK. 


85  4&  87  £.  Madison  Street,  CHZCAOO* 
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'v^rsszixi^^T's 


GREAT  BIG  BOOK 


PRICE    26  CEMTS. 

OUT  THI9  OUT  and  wnd  it  to  as  with  2So. 
Oui-uvernr  U.  8._postuir«  BtatnpH)  and  receive  by  r»iura 
mall  a  QREAT  BIO  BOOK,  paiteK  nearly  a  foot 
kqoare.    £ual«w«eiileiUunnieul  (oi  th«  million— 15  Short 

Stoile",  26  K'niiorOamo* 
260  Kiddles  and  0>nun- 
drutiiK,  126  M<'iiey-Mak- 
liix  l^ecietR,  180  Album 
Verses,  1  u.iman  Cro«s 
Plizzle,  1  Star  Puzzle,  1 
Chiiiuxe  Plizzle,  I  Qreat 
13  i'uzzle,  1  LauK'iable 
Oaiiie  of  Fui  liine-Tell' 
inK,  1  Deaf  and  Dumb 
Alphab<-t.  12S  Desigiig  1 
f  'r  Stanipimr  Enibrol- 
derv  and  Fancy  Work, 
21  illuKtiiiU-d  Hel>u8ea. 
1  Qame  Nine  Penny 
M  riiii,  1  On  me  Foxaiid 
Geese,  25  Pictures  of 
Noted  PeisoMK.  100 
Popular  Soiies.lO  PieceK 
of  MuBlc,  1  Oracle  of 
Kl-niet  and  Furtune- 
Telling  Tablet,  1  Buck- 
n*-r'8  MuKical  Chart 
(Kame  an  huM  for  fl  00), 
the  Marrinfre  Looking 
Ola«fi.  Knd  a  nnmh-  r  of  FII'  tatlon-,  Comic  Rendint;K,  etO. 
If  you  send  29c«  ('■>  silver  or  poeuiife  Btainiio),  together 
with  Lhlaslip,  asairuarantee  of  troud  faith  that  you  will 
help  OS  make  sales  in  your  Ux-ality  f  mm  our  Illustrated 
OauUogue,  sent  free,  we  will  send  one  of  tliese  Qre«t  Bis 
Books  by  return  mail.  Thla  isa  rai-ecliftuoetosecurefan 
for  a  whole  season  for  a  quarter. 

OOOFEIE^/S 


READINGSa^'-RECITATIONS 


PRICE    26   CENTS. 

AlMWTOltime  of  comic  readlnirs  and  recitations,  com- 

filled  by  Oeorire  Cooper,  Many  of  which  liave  never  be- 
ore  been  pubilshea  in  b  >ok  form.  Its  ccntents  com- 
prises some  of  the  best  efforts  of  such  world-renowned 
numoriat*  as  Mark  Twain,  Joeh  Billlut(8,  Artemas  Waid, 
Bret  Harte,  Bill  V\o, 
Vim.  B.  Oiliiert,  e  c, 
maklngr  it  the  beat  se- 
lection of  comic  read- 
ings and  recltaiiuus 
ever  sold  at  so  low  a 
price.  Tlie  folluwlng 
are  a  few  of  the  titles 
of  selections  contalmd 
In  tills  book:— Afesied 
of  a  (ral— Anotlier  ulsli, 
please-At  Lour  Branch 
—An  esKay  on  man- 
Baby  's  Soliloquy— Boy  '* 
essay  on  glils  —  Buck 
Fanshaw's  funeral  — 
Chop  •  Chow  Chin  — 
Clitnamaii  and  the  rsts 
—Deacon  J.nes- Girl 
Of  the  Period- Qeoig« 
Waahiiifcioii  —  His  love 
—How  to  iret  lich  — 
Belghrof  the  ridicu- 
lous—His  lovely    Inno 

oence-rJosh  BlllliiKSon  .     ^        „.  ..      ^ 

eoartship-Maric  Twain's  good  little  boy-Nlgnt  after 
Christmas— Prlze-flcrhter  to  his  ulii— PliotoirraphlnK  the 
baby— Romeo  and  Juliet— A  sciio-l-jfirrs  leMer— True  t«ie 
of  William  Tell— Twins— Torture— Upon  my  word  she  did 
— Tnm  of  the  Nancy  Bell,  and  many  others.  PrICe 
SS  ContS  P^i"  Copy,  by  mail,  poKi-paid. 

•WTESmi^AN'S 


COMIC  SPEECHES 


AND    RECITATIONS, 

PRICE    26   CENTS, 

TU§  book  oontolnsa  choice  collectton  of  Oomio  SpeeohM 
•ud  R«oltaUoos,'deal«rned  to  meet  the  wants  of  those  who 
wish  tn  entertain  their  friends  wlih  Sumetblng  "relish- 
sJ>le,"  or  for  those  who  like  to  ntiile  a»ay  their  leisure 
Ume  in  rs«dlng  something  that  la  humorous  and  concise 

at  the  same  time,  also 
for  those  wlio  wish  to 
forget  trouble  and 
driveaway  melanohuly 
for  tlie  time  being,  ana 
promote  cheerfulness 
and  wholesome  laugh- 
ter instead.  Beadet^- 
does  tills  apply  to  yoni 
If  so.  this  book  will  fill 
ibebilL  Tlie  following 
are  •  few  of  the  titles 
of  select  ions  contained 
In  this  book:— A  touch- 
int;  appeal— All  aboat 
Mary  Ann's  moig— A 
«  eak  q>ot  in  his  record 
— Afeard  of  a  ml— A 
Dutch  sernirin  —  Bmd- 
rier  Barnes  Is  grieved 
at  the  lack  of  faith 
which  prevails— Dish" 
cound  —  Dutchman's 
experience  —  Frita's 
Coortehip  —  Gals  went 
•TBr  the  fence— How  Mr.  MeOlnty  won  the  wlddT— Id's  m 
welaMiier  dot  buowa  id's  own  schooner  —  Kept  her 
promiie-4fDaes  Strauae— My  mtiMcal  neighbor— Mr.  Diffl- 
dent^i^ipeech- Meeca  of  Ibe  West— Mr.  Barney  Bom 
■oFlna  declares  his  intentions— Sambo's  wooing— Sorter 
■MB  Jim  is— Typewriter  girl— Cncle  Seth  on  the  marriatre 
question  Widow's  wooing— Winnie's  wekmnie— When  he 
Jiwill  tliii  til  nil,  siiil  I  Otf  other  good  selectlona    Piloe 

Twn^yflv  0«nta  pwoopj,  byauui,  postrpau. 


WTiHMATrS 


IWINSTREL 


Sketches,  Conundrums  and  Jokes 

PBIOE  35  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 


A  book  full  and  rtinning  over  witli  slde-spHttfnar  fun.  16 
COntnins  Coiiuiidruins  tliMt  will  set  the  whole  continent 
puessinc,  and  then  they'll  have  to  pjvo 'cm  up  half  the 
tiinc.  Joki-s  and  Goks  tor  End  men— the  best  lot  of  thusa 
funny  an^wel•B  ana  questions  ever  published.  Negro 
Bketches- Uie  Hinstrel  and  Showman  wiU  find  in  tills  book 
ell  the  sketches  they  want  t^>  S'tahoni^e  inarip  rourioua 
lauphter.  It  also  coiilaiiis  all  the  hitest  jokes  of  Thatcher, 
rriiniose  &  West,  Carncross', and  Ilaveily'a  Minsti-els;  iilso 
of  such  comedtiin.-!  as  IlariiBan  &.  Hart,  Billy  Rice,  Qua 
WllUamg,  Pat  Kooney.  J.  K.  Emmett,  Sam  Devere,  and 
many  others  equally  pix)niiiK.'nt.  In  fact,  it  contains  ilie 
best  and  meet  conipi-en.nsive  collection  of  Sketches,  Co- 
iiundruiiiB  and  Jolirs  ever  xold  at  so  low  a  price.  Price 
26  Cents  cents  p-r  copy,  by  mail,  post-ptiia.  Speciax, — 
KveXooks  for  $1.  Get  four  of  your  fi  lends  to  club  in  witb 
you  at  25  centseiich,  making  tl  In  all,  and  thereby  getyoox 
Ofra  book  free  of  chai:ge.   Address  all  orders  to 

Wehman'sTBook  of  Ready-SHade 


SPEECH  ES&TOASTS 


PBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paicL 

This  book  contains  Presentation  Speeches,  At  and  Aftei>- 
Dinner  Speeches,  Political  Speeclics,  Welcomes,  Conprratu- 
lations,  .School-Commencement  Valedictories,  Salutatoriea, 
etc.  Also  Toasts  and  Sentiments  onTorious  sulilects.  As 
yon  are  all  aware,  not  everybody  is  endowed  witn  the  art 
of  oratory  and  theabillty  to  make  an  og-hand,w-cll-rounded 
■^■^^^^^"^■^^^^"'^^  speech.    Tb'r,  is  often  dls- 

tingiiislinble  amoni;  men 
of  culture ,otiier«-ise  hiprh- 
Ir  endowed.  They  moy 
think  many  fine  senti- 
ments, but  be  unable  to 
voice  them,  or,  If  they  at- 
tempt to,  do  so  in  such  a 
ramoling,  disconnected 
manner  that  their  words 
totally  fail  to  impress  the 
pohit  Intended.  To  assist 
all  such  is  the  object  of 
this  b<^ok,  wherein  can  be 
found  speeches  and  toasts 
suited  to  olmost  evei-y  oo- 
ca-oion.  With  Uie  assist- 
ance of  this  book  one  may 
learn  of  both  manner  and 
I  matter,  and  become  ac- 
quitted for  many  of  those 
I  social  and  festive  occa- 
sions which  serve  to 
briprhten  life;  also  those 
apt  as  well  as  (hose  inapt  may  Jeam  BOiiie  lessons  from 
this  book  which  wil'  prove  of  profit  to  them  when  called 
upon  to  "  speak  a  piece  "  or  respond  to  some  Bsntiment  or 
toast.  Send  for  a  copy  at  once,  and  prepare  yourself  to 
erly  do  your  part  when  an^opportunity  or  solicitatioa 

~  )er  copy. 

Get  four 

,  making 

(tin  (UI,  and  thereby  get  your  own  boolc  Creectf  duuBSb 

WEHMAirS 


BARTENDERS 


GUJIPE. 

FBICE  25  CENTS,  by  mail,  post-paid. 

A  new,  cheap,  and  tho- 
roughly reJlahle  work  on 
tlie  coiTect  method  of 
mixing  fancy  drinks  as 
they  are  served  to-day  at 
the  pilncipal  bar-rooms 
throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It 
ti-llg,  in  short,  how  to 
make  all  kind.i  of  plain 
find  nuxed  drinks  — in 
fact,  all  the  popular  beve- 
ra^jpH  of  the  day  —  and 
is  designed  for  hotels, 
bt<-amers,  restaurants, 
cliib-honses,  saloons,  and 
wherever  a  reliable 
gtiide  of  this  kind  is  re- 
quited. Italsoembraces 
tue  most  improved  re- 
cipes for  the  pi-epai  atioa 
of  Wines,  Conlials,  Bi  au- 
di, s,  Bi  tte  rs.  Table  Beers, 

Mineral  Watei-s,  Syrups, 

Aerated  Summer  Beverage.',  Aillflcial  Champagne,  Cider, 
«tCL,  etc.  Witli  this  book  any  bartender  can  become  an  ex- 
pert in  a  veiT  shoit  time,  and  every  man  can  be  his  own 
nutender.  Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mail,  post- 
paid. SraciAii— Five  Ijooks  for  9L  Get  four  of  Voor 
mends  to  club  in  with  you  at  26  cents  each,  making  $1  ta 
■U,  and  thereby  get  your  own  lxx>k  fre«  oCohatgek  w 


•r 


LOV 


ia&B  Fxntflinffi 


SBIOE  25  CENTS,  Vy  mail,  post-MidL  ^ 

.  RcspUna  How  Maidens  may  baeom*  ttaPRV 
Wives, andBaoheiora^bocome Happy  fji# 
bands*  in  a  brief  epaco  of  time  amlbyeaigr  roethodli 
Siso  containing  Complete  DIrootlons  for  Do* 
elailns  Intentions,  Acceptins  Vowsi  and 
fletaimns  Airectlone.  both  Before  and  After 
IJIarrlaees  Inclodlnsa'muUiseoftheKtlqiiettoor 
Marrlaaei  deaciibajgrUio  Invitations,  the  DrMsei,tM 
Ceremonyv  and  the  proper  bducvior  of  boUi  Bride  and 

S»ur;!2SKl°^t'!L?^'?i2£i)»E?;"i?b53 

CODTtlnfR  tbovrtirtor-ctovrrbashfuluess;  thowayto    dS 
*iUiewuytoiltidth06o£Ciiputiua8weotlioart%braMh 
*         ^  the  V  ayto  write  a  love  Mton  (Si 

v,-ay  to  easily  win  a  yirlHi  ooasaati 
the  wcy  to  pop  tho  qoostion  to 
hen  tho  •way  ''to  do  up  things* 
-  -    '  iitor  an  eiicageoMM 


before  and  ar  _ 

tho  w.-iy  to  recclveaad  the  way  «e 
decline  an  offer,  tliewayto  ••»»»• 
tho  inlttcn"  ffcnteclyi  the  way  M 
incl:o  yourself  a{n«eol>le  durintf 
on  cr-saccmcut;  thewny  bride» 
tnr-ida  and  erroomsmcn  thookl 
drcra  and  perform  thtlr  dutteap 
tho  wcy  you  ehouM  act  and  ttia 
tlilnca  yoa  Fhould  do  at  a  Wa4> 
dlngr  end  WcKldiner  Rcoeptiafki( 
tho  fun:lturejlocoratlona,andh9» 
bavii^riatUo  Bridal  Cliamben  Qtm 
Tvcy  to  nioko^Wifeaiid  Buedbana 

book  that  hoslonff  been 

vords,  rovcaliny  Kuo\% — ,:,-.  ---^-  -  -  .  _,,_„.,- 
know.nixin  subjects  of  os  vital  Imnorttqallasthe  .., 
air  we"l>reathc.  Neither  those  already  marriea,  nor  tboss 
contcmplaUiicr  tho  tyincr  of  tho  connubial  knot,  can  airof4 
(o  be  another  dny  without  a  Imowledge  of  the  many  m^ — 
terious  things  thatoro  Bo  tiuthfully  and  vlvlcny  «p 
la  this  worlc.    Itlajustthe  very  trcatlsetobelnUia        __ 

w  every  Vouna  Bachelor  or  Maiden.evenr 
Marrlpd    Man^or   Worn—    — ^~   .i*T-~& 
Widower*  Youn^ 

above  it  also  contaius 


This  la  Just  the 

'  in.honesfe 

ouglit  ta 


3  tho  Tangoage  ot  Fk>wai% 


or  wrdower* 

Cm  above  it  aisc ---^ .       _  v*  — 

Busbond's  Commandments,  "Wife's  Commanamenta,Vcr> 
(dons  of  liovo,  Dining  Tablo  nnd  Window  8i((nalinK,PosO- 
Age-Stamp  Fi  1  rtatiou, and  a rrrcatdcaloftbo  *\:hoioeM"10fe 
poetry  ever -nrittcn.  Itifact,  tlieroisnotsladyorfaatis* 
fnan  In  tne  world— youn(jr  or  okl.eliiKlo  or  iiiaiilea  whg 
cannot  rrloan  a  vast  amount  of  tis^l  Infonnatloat' 
vUl  culUihton  them  on  all  points  of  Coortdiip  and  1 

riase,  as  well  as  thoir  ancillary  duties,  ]4caacm)s  aud  c 

fndons  Tills  Is  tbe  inoet  complete,  and  by  far  the  most 
rahiable  work  that  has  ever  been  brooehtoot  oo  thU  all- 
Important  subject.  We  bc{r  of  yoo,  thercforo,  not  to  aon> 
f  ojuid  It  vrith  any  ot  tho  worthless  books  beretof  ore  tasa»i, 
bot  remember  (he  title,  Tia  MxsjKRT  or  Lots,  Coust 
amp  AND  Uabbiaos  Expi.Aijnnx  £nca  "" 
copy,  by  maUjWBtrpaJdrBracuLr-nve  t 
four  of  your  uienos  to  chib  In  wttb  yoa  -,  -5- 
nakinfir  «1  in  alUand  thereby  006  jgWOnalMOk 
CtiaiEe.    ^i1rw^>«Uo«den»to 

mBmSAJSPS    NEW    BOOK 

-ON- 

ETIQUETTE 


POLITENESS 


PBICE  25  CENTS,  byxnail,  postpaid. 

At  )a.<!t  It  la  within  the  rcarh  iT  orcry  one  to  pi'oenwL 
at  a  ixifling  cost,  a  complete  hand-hook  or  Etiquette  ana 
JPoliteneia  tlmt  has  no  i>eer  In  this  country  or  ^ropau 
This  book  has  none  f>f  the  nnelentor  *'  bock-number  "  snsw 
Kestioiis  on  this  nil-important  sublect  which,  I  refrette 
aay,  BO  mnny  other  hiuh-iiriced  boots  contain  in  a  marfcsA 
dc«ree.  It  is  not  a  "iiashcd-up"  or  "fake"  edittoo, 
InJl  a  flrstrcluss,  complete  hand-book  on  a  subject  ttias 
Ciomea  neit  in  loiik  to  cleanliness— in  foct,  a  practical  la> 
■tmctor  ill  the  nrtof  etiquette  and  politeness  ofthe  present 
time.  Good  manners  is,  r^  almost  cverjbodT  knows,  m 
▼ery  essential  (actor  in  helping  any  one  to  attain  and  com- 
mand  tho  rct-peot  of  everybody 
with  whom  he  comes  in  contact— • 
mnio  or  female,  young  or  t>ld. 
This  hook  (rives  a  thorough   ex> 

Cl.mation  of  the  dei>onment  oC 
othmalcsondfemulca.  ItteacbSS 
a  person  how  to  be  courteous  ttt 
all  and  still  possess  a  certain 
(iiiiount('fdienlty  and  self -respeofc 
It  teaches  bow  to  act  in  any 
emergency,  or  enter  any  society 
•with,  tit  euiljorrassraent,  aj.d  how 
to  avoid  ineori-ect  and  vulgar 
habits  in  the  street,  at  liome,  or  la 
Fociety.  It  teaches  you  how  to  •• 
bc-have  that  jour  society  will  ba 
conrtt-d  and  sought  after  by  •▼ery 
one.  By  acting  upon  tbe  adrioa 
given  in  this  book,  yon  can  | 


aocew  into  any  family  in  America,  and  Uien  ynn     . 

tiothinir  but  opportunity  to  distinguish  yourself.  la 
aiiort,  it  is  the  iiest  and  most  comprehensive  treatlasoa 
tlie  BuMect  of  Etiquette  ond  Politenei«.  Abs^mct  of  eoo- 
tents:  How  to  enter  n.  room  and  liow  to  leave  it-How  ta 
to  accost  or  notice  ladies  or  gentlemen  on  the  street— Hoir 
to  dress  well,  and  yet  not  gari.«hly— liow  to  give  and  ra* 
ceive  Introductions— WJiut  kind  of  cards  to  have,  and  li 
to  present  or  send  them— Tbe  proper  iuodf9  of  givilMr  I 
sents— How  to  shake  bands  and  bid  good-bye— Bowto 
Kte.  oonduct,  and  end  a  conversadnn— How  to  aoconqany 
anqaaiatanceson  tbe  promenade— How  to  seek  a  partasc 
In  tlie  daac«,  and  how  to  decline  an  tBTttaOon— Hov  to 
behave  at  dinbera,  either  as  host  or  guest— Bow  to  bebtw 
diuiiiia^^Mnrtsltipandinairlage— Howto*^Dl^theaiEaUa  " 

CENTS  per  copy,  bjr  mail,  poat-pafiL  SncuirHrr 
copiesfo(-$L  OetroarofyoorfMeadstoetablawltayt 
at»oaiitiesH3h.malcti«|l  In  all,  and  tbenby  cetsa 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  Ne*"  T^-^'K  or  Ohleaso 
House*  wtilohever  Is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J,  WEHMAN.  Publithw, 


^    ♦  isa  Park  Bow.  NEW  YQt<C.      _ 
^a  4^  67  B.  Hadlsofi  Street,  OMMAOOk 
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.Y   THESE   ON   YOUR   PIANO 


VM  ■•■«  •'tk*  M«w  Twk  CIQr  Pwk 


7ott  Dont  Find  a  Girl  Liko  %  Girl  Srory  Say^ 
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Am  PUjvd  by  the  PopolAr  OomaUat,  Vrad.  Onnant 
MB  WIS  IT  TMMMS  IF  OUKI  EVBT  UT  M  TK  fAHS  VKW  TK 
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SWEET  EULEEIT. 
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